



this occasion Wilson has a wide and varied 
bcin#' called upon to deal with no fewer than s. 
crime problems. The first concerns an incident ii. 
telephone cabinet, another with the case of Uie int« 
national socialist, and no sooner has the indefatigal 
Wilson disposed of an Oxford mystery than he starts ' 
on the investigation of the afiair of the C^mdep To* 
fire. Then there is a robbery at Bowden . . . and t 
mysterious disappearance of Ffiilip Mansfield. 
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hypothesis sliould break down under me and the 
Department get into a very awkward row. It was 
a stroke of luck that it turned out all right. Of 
cours:^. if it hadn't been for Michael I couldn't have 
brought it ofi at all.*' 

*' You arc rather good at deriving assistance from 
the brute creation, then,'* Micl)acl Prendergast 
laughed. '* I should say I was about a.s much help 
as a hibernating tortoise. 1 didn't do anything^ 
and what you were up to I hadn't the slightest idei" 

*' 1 was alluding to your substantiaf and in¬ 
escapable presence, my dear Mrchaol.” Wilson 
retorted, and to your excellent medical d^^greo. 
But a.s a matter of fact you were stantling at my 
elbow practically the whole li,me and could have 
followed all the steps in my conclusions." 

So could a tortoise, no doubt," said Prendergast, 
“ if it was standing at the elbow of a man who was 
]ust preparing to convert it into tortoiseslicU. Eor 
all I know, you were going to order my arrest any 
moment." 

‘'You forgot, then," Wilson said, " that / was the 
principal witness to your alibi, and that up to 
present I haw generally—though probably without 
warrant—considered myself a reliable witness. 
Also, if you will forgive my saying so, the crime was 
entirely beyond your powers. Your ingenuity 
doesn't lie in that direction." 

^ A t this point several of the company demanded 
that the two friends should cease talking in riddles, 
and should explain what the ease was which pre¬ 
sented* such remarkable features; and by dint of 
9 
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much cross-quostioning—neither of the two having 
any pretensions to narrative powers—they sue* 
ceeded in getting out of them the following story. 

• 

The Downshirc Hill Murder (to give it its newspaper 
name) was discovered about half-pxst nine on a 
Sunday morning of May, 2920, one of those lovely 
mornings with which our climate tries to pretend 
that it really knows how to make a summer. 
Superintendent Henry Wilson of New Scotland Yard 
was M^alldng along Downshirc Hill> Ham])stead, in 
ci5tnpany with his friend Dr. Michael Prenclergast. 
Jt was long before the sensational death of Kadlett, 
the milliotlhirc,^ which, as evciyone will remember, 
covered England and America with placards, and 
drove Wilson, who itad committed the unpardonable 
sin of detecting an ex*Home Secretary in shady 
courses, into the exile of private practice. He was 
still a C.l.D. man, liable at any moment to be called 
fiom bed and board to attend to^ public affairs, and 
it was not without some misgivings that he liad 
obeyed the commands of his sister, with whom he 
was staying, to put himself for one day at least 
beyond reacli of the telephone, ifowevcr, it was a 
wonderful morning ; and Michael Prendergast, one 
of his few intimate friends, who had spent the 
Saturday evening and night with him, had added 
his entreaties ; and the result was that the two men, 
in flannels and tennis shirts, were now walking 
briskly down the road to the North London Stati&n, 
where they intended to catch a train for Richmond. 
* Se« Th4 Vtath oj a Mtiiuinairt, by G.D.H. iJid Cole 



4 SUPERINTKNDENT WILSON^S HOLIDAY 

“ YouM aImo?t ihink you were in the country 
]icrc,'' PrendergiLSt said apj)reciativcly, noting the 
trres which filled t!ic little front gardens and the 
youn^ green of the Heath which closed the end of 
the road. 'I herc was an owl hocrting outside my 
window all night/' 

They <lo come close to the Jiouscs here/’ Wilson 
replied, but I never heard of one actually nc&iing 
in the wall of a house Iwforc/' 

“ Nor I. Wijy ?For answer WiNon pointed 
to the ivy<'lad wall of a little liouse about a Inyidrod 
yards farther down, which was only pist VisiWc 
through amass of lilac and young chestnut. " Sonie^ 
thing flew in and out of the ivy just lhett\ between 
those boughs," he said. 

Prendergast starwl at him. * *' You have sharp 
eyes. 1 was looking at the iihic, and I didn't see 
anything. How do you know it was an ou 1 , anyway, 
at this distance ? ** 

I don't/* Wilst^n said. ** I* may not have been. 
I couldn't see it at all clearly. But it was too big 
for any other bird. Anyway, somebody else ap|>ear* 
to have seen it too." They were now approaching 
the ivy •clad house, which, thuugli hidden from vie\y 
on the west, was quite open in front, and standing 
by its gate on the pavement was a man to whom it 
ap|)carcd to be an object of enormous interest. As 
the two friends passed, he looked up at them with a 
dubious air, w'hich suggested that he was wondering 
Wtrnher to open a conversation; and lYendergast, 
who never could resist conversing with all and 
sundry'j responded promptly to the suggestion. 
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" Have you seen the owl, too ? he asked. 

*' Owl 1 ** said the man. " I ain't seen no owl. 
But IVc seen n man go in there/' he pointwl to the 
house. '* What's he want to go in for, that's jwhat 
I want to know," 

" Perhaps it's his house," Prendergast suggested. 

“ Uo! " said thc^an. " Then what's he want 
io go in hy the window for, that’s what 1 want to 
know. Banging on the door fit to wake the dead, 
was. When he sees me, he says, ' Something 
wrong h«^e/ he say.s. ' Can't get no answer/ and 
he outs with a knife and gets m at the window. 
And what's he want to bang for, if it's his house, and 
whul's \vTcfhg in there, that's what I want to know/* 
He spat suspiciously. 

In a moment hl^ question was answered in a 
suOiciently dramatic manner. There was a sound 
of feet witlun the house; the front door, which 
was only a matter of twenty yards from the gate, 
opened suddenly, and a little man, pale and 
frightened in appr'arance, looked out and yelled 
in a voice of suiprising power to come from a person 
of his physique, " Murder ! " 

All three started ; and indeed the cry had sounded 
as if it must reach Camden Town at lea.st. On 
seeing Ihcir astonished faces the man at the door 
lookiMl rather confused, and coming <lown to the 
gate, said in a considerably lower tone, " Will you 
fetch the police, please, gentlemen ? Mr. Carluke's 
Iwjon murdered.'* 

He tlicn closed the gate, and made as if to return 
to the house; but Prendergast, with a n^d from 
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Wilson, followorl him np the path. " Can I < 1 o 
pnytliing? ” he said pleasantly. "I'm a doctor." 

" Tisn't a doctor he wants, poor fellow/* said the 
little jnan. " He's as cold as a fish. He must have 
dic<l hours ago." He stopped with bis hand on the 
hall door. " If you'll fetch the police, sir, I'll stay 
with him. I don't think the house ought to be left 
alone. And there's nobody there/' 

" That's oil right." Wikon. who had stopf^d ro 
speak to the man at the gate, now came up to them. 
" I am from Scotland Yard. Here's iny fird/' 
He produced one from his cigarette ease, arfd 
Michael looked on with amusement, wondering what 
use ho had intended to make of his official dignity 
at Richmond. The little man took it gingerly, as 
if it had been a spider, and looked with <»bvious 
distaste at the owner's clothes. Quite clearly he 
thought that policemen ought to dress as policemen 
and not stroll about in flannel trousers. 

" I’ve sent that*man to the Rosslyn Ifill station 
with a message/' Wilson went on. " 'riiry’U l>c 
here in a few minutes. But, as yon say. the j>hre 
oughtn't to be left alone. So, if you'll show me 
where the body is. 1 can start making the preliminary 
investigations, and my friend here can see how 
he was murdered. You're certain he was, 
Mr.-?" 

" Barton,*’ said the little man. " ICdward Barton. 
He was murdered all right, sir. Shot right through 
the head. His brains are all over the floor, poor 
fellow. This way. sir." He seemed a trifle hurt at 
ihe doiAt thrown on his diagnasis. 
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’ Well, well, we’U see/* Wilson said soothingly. 
' Wi'icrc is he ? " 

' 'I clcphonc cabinet/* said Mr. Barton, pointing. 
’ By the stairs on the right. That glass door. 
lt*s his foot that's holding it open. I haVen*t 
touched him. I jtist made sure he was dead, pool' 
kilow/* 


11 

• U was not a pleasant sight which greeted them 
wlien Wilson pulled open the door of the little dark 
telephone tcabinet; and it thoroughly justified 
Mr. Jiarton's confidence in his own verdict. On the 
floor, crumpled up.*ivith one foot half across the sill 
of the door, lay what once must have bc^eo a hale 
man of between fifty and sixty years of age. His 
body had fallen in a heap, facing the telephone, and 
the fingers of both hands were curved as if he had 
died gripping something which he had subsequently 
dropped. But the cause of death was plain enough ; 
for the whole front of his face and part of bis head 
had been pierced in a number of places, and the 
)>luod and brains which had oozed out from the 
wounds had covered the floor. Michael Prendergast 
had been through the war. and thought himself 
used to death ; but the sight of the old man lying 
si mattered in that gloomy, musty shambles stirred 
emotions in him which ho believed wholly conquered 
and 1:? had to struggle witli a %*iolent feeling of nausen 
before he dared step across the threshold. 
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** Go carefully, Michael/* Wilson warned; and 
Prendergast noted with shame and annoyance that 
he seemed wholly unmoved by the sight. Don’t 
tread in more than you can help. Wc’ll want all 
the clues wc can get.'* He surveyed with dis¬ 
pleasure some unmistakable footprints in the blood 
that covered the floor. '* You've been in here, 
Mr. Barton ? *' 

Of course I have,'* said Mr Barton in injured 
tones. ** I went to see if I could do anything for 
him, naturally. When I found I couldn’t; I l^kcd 
round to sec if there was a revolver or anything any¬ 
where. In case he shot liimself, you sec—in case 
it was suicide.*' 

" Turn on the light, will you ? '* came Prender- 
gnst's voice from where be w^ bending over the 
body. “ I can't sec anything in this coal-hole.” 

‘'It's broken,'* said Mr. Barton. “I tried it 
when I came in.” He was, however, obediently 
reaching his hand^o the switch, a porcelain one of 
the old pattern, when Wilson forestalled him. With 
a handkerchief wrapped round his hand he turned 
the switch backwaLr<h and forwards several times, 
but without result. 

'* It's broken all right,” he said. ” Probably the 
bulb's gone. You must make shift with my torch, 
Michael. But be as quick as you can. It's pretty 
obvious that wc can't do anything for this poor 
fellow now, except to find bis murderer, and 1 want 
to^et on with that as soon as possible.” While 
Prendergsst finished his examination he stood still 
in the doorway, staring at the little room as if 
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memorizing its contents, at the telephone, which 
stood unperturbed on a rather high shelf at the far 
end, at a shelf above containing two or three old 
directories, and at a baize curtain which fell •from 
the telephone shelf to the ground. 

" What's behind that curtain, do you know 
he asked Barton. 

" Boots—and some old rubbish, I think/' the 
latter replied. " Mr. Carluke used to shove any 
stuff he didn't want there/' 

^oulcnew him quite well, then ? *' 

So-so," said Mr. Barton. " As well as anyone 
(lid, I daresay. He hadn't a great many friends; 
he was a bft of a queer old cuss, and didn't mind how 
much he was alone." 

Prendergast straightened himself. " That's all I 
can do here/' he said. " The poor chap's dead, of 
course—been dead about twelve hours, I should say, 
oB-hand. He can't have lived more than a few 
seconds after he was shot." 

" Sliot from close quarters ? " Wilson asked.. 

" Very close. Not more than a few inches, I 
should say. And—he was shot by a blunderbuss." 

" Blunderbuss I " exclaimed the other two. 

" Blunderbuss or something with an enormous 
charge of soft-nosed slugs in it. Beastly little 
things. Here arc two I picked ofl the floor, and 
there are some more in his head. There must have 
been dozens in the charge." 

" Extraordinary \ " said Mr. Barton, with a kind 
of irritable incredulity. " Why should anyone want 
to shoot poor Carluke with a blunderbuss ? " 
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That’s what we have to find out," said Wilson. 
" Perhaps, as you know the house, Mr. Barton, 
you'd take us into a room where we can talk." 

Tl^e little man led the way into a small room which 
was obviously a sort of study or moming^room, and 
motioned Wilson and his companion to chairs. In 
broad daylight. Prendergast st;idied him with some 
interest, but found little to repay his scrutiny. He 
looked a very ordinary type of middlc<lass clerk 
or shopkeeper, about forty^five or fifty years old, 
with a bald crown fringed with grayish *haip« that 
had once been ginger, a ragged ginger moustache, 
and face and features of no particular shape. He 
appeared considerably upset and distressed by the 
position in which he found himself, rather more so 
than Prendergast would have ^pected, though, of 
course, it must be very trying for any friend of the 
murdered man. For all his agitation, though, he 
answered Wilson’s questions dearly enough. 

’* Can you tell me Mr. Carluke's full name, and 
how you came to be a friend of his ? " Wilson began. 

Harold Carluke," Mr. Burton replied. " Only 
we weren't exactly friends, as I told you, more kind 
of acquaintances. We came together through 
working in the same place, and we used to play 
chess a bit and go for a walk together now and then 
and $0 on." 

" What place was that ? " 

" Capital and Counties Bank. Hampstead branch. 
Mr. Carluke is the casliier, and I’m head counter clerk." 

" Had he any relations, do you know ? Was he 
married ?" 
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No, he wasn't married, Mr. Barton said. And he 
didn't think he'd any relatives. He'd once or 
twice spoken of a nephew, ratlier a wild young fellow, 
who seemed to give him some trouble. But ^at 
was all. Mr. Carluke wasn't the man to talk about 
his family, nor the kind you could put questions tvi. 
Not the sort many knew anything about. 

*' How comes it," Wilson asked, " that he is 
apparently alone in the house ? Didn't he keep 
any servants ? " 

Ballon ^explained that he did not. Mr. Carluke, 
it would appear, was sometliing of a {us.sy old maid, 
and did not like to see servants about the house. 
So he empAyed only a daily woman who came in 
after he had left for business in the morning to clean 
and leave his supper laid for him, and departed 
before he returned. On Sundays she did not come 
at all. " You never saw anyone in such a bait as 
he was," Mr. Barton added, " if he found her in the 
house any time after he'd come home." 

" WTiat if he were ill ? " Michael Prendergast's 
profession suggested to him. But it appeared that 
the question had not arisen. Mr. Carluke's health 
was excellent; he had never been known to miss a 
day at the bank. 

" This charwoman, she must have had a key ? '' 
Wilson asked. 

" I suppose she must have. But she doesn't 
come in on a Sunday. Besides the door was bolted 
and chained when 1 got in." 

" The front door, you mean ? " 

* 'Yes; but the backdoor was locked and bolted too." 
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" Oh I " Wilson took this in. " You had a look 
round, then, before giving the alarm ? " 

Only the ground floor/' Barton licked bLs lips and 
looWd at him with a kind of frightened appeal. I 
couldn't see anything I could do for Am. So I thought 
1 might ju.st see—if there was anyone else about." 
And was there ? " « 

Barton shook his head. " No. Not a sign. But 
I wasn't long at it. llien I opened the door.” 

I see," said Wilson. " How did yon get in 
yourself?" * . 

" Through that window "—pointing. WilSon 
crossed and looked at the window, whose catch had 
plainly been forced back. 

" Wliy di<l you break in ? ’* 

" Couldn’t get any answer. I'd called to go for a 
walk with Mr. Carluke as we’d arranged. Then I 
knocked and rang and couldn’t make anyone hear. 
And I was a good bit behind my time, too, so I got 
a bit anxious—I* thought he might be ill, perhaps. 
So 1 got in." 

" I see. When did you last sec him ? " 

‘ T^st night." 

Wliat time ? " 

" About—about nine o’clock," said Mr. Barton, 
licking his lips again and looking considerably dis* 
tressed. Prendergast gave a start of surprise; 
then, remembering that he was in effect representing 
the law, pulled himself together and tiicd to look as 
impassive as Wilson. No wonder the little man 
was showing signs of alarm. His own position was 
certainly dubious. 
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Could you tell us what happened ? ** Wilson 
inquired^ Mr. Barton could, and did, not without 
a good many nervous glances at Wilson's face. He 
had gone round at Mr. Carluke's invitation for high 
tea and a game of chess. He had bad to leave about 
nine o'clock because he had promised to fetch his 
wife home from an eycning party at some neigh¬ 
bours' in Hendon; but the two men had arranged 
to go for a country walk on the Sunday. Barton 
had then left, arranging to call at nine o'clock in 
the ny>rniAg to fetch bis friend, and Carluke had 
seen him out of the house and walked with him as 
far as the comer of Willow Road, where they had 
parted. ThSn I^rton had gone on to fetch his 
wife ; but they had stayed very much longer at the 
]iarty than they ha9 intended and had not got 
hack to their home in Hendon until nearly one. As 
soon as he knew they were going to be late, he liad 
tried to telephone Mr, Carluke to suggest a less 
early start in the morning ; but though he had tried 
twice, once from his friend’s house and once horn 
his own when he returned, he had got no answer. 
" T supposed he was out," Barton said. " Though 
it was a bit odd, though, because be said he was 
going straight to bed when he left me. He liked to 
keep early hours. So I tried again ; but there was 
still no answer, so I supposed he was asleep. So I 
came round this morning as early as i could, as he'd 
be waiting." 

" I see," said Wilson again. " You didn't meet 
anyone as you left, did you ? WTien you were with 
Mr. Carluke, I mean." 
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Not meet, exactly/' said Mr. Barton, looking 
very nervous. " There were a lot of people about— 
it was a fine evening—^but we didn't meet anyone. 
BuV we stood outside the Dog and Duck, at the 
bottom there, a minute or two. The landlord was 
ill the doorway—I saw him—and be might have 
noticed us. He knows Mr^ Carluke quite well. 
Look here,*’ he burst out suddenly. ** I know what 
you're getting at, and I know what it looks like 1 
If he went straight back and locked up when he 
left me I was the last to see him alive. But^e was 
alive and perfectly all right when I left him—.TU 
swear he was I” He half rose in his seat, and sat 
down again, looking fearfully at the others. 

Quite, quite/' said Wilson soothingly. ” I'm 
not trying to cast any suspicidh on you. Mr. Barton. 
But we must find out what happened, you know. 
Now, if you two will excuse me, I'll start having a 
look at the place. The police ought to be here in a 
minute or two, Jhd then I want you, Mr. Barton, to 
gQ along with them to the station, if you will, and 
tell the officer in charge what you’ve just told me.'* 
He rose to his feet. " By the way, Michael, did 
you find any signs of a struggle on the body ? " 

None whatever," Prendergast promptly replied. 
" I should say he was shot before he knew what 
was happening." 

" That was my impression, too," Wilson nodded, 
and disappeared into the hall. Prendergast would 
have dearly liked to accompany him and see how a 
Scotland Yard man handled the scene of a murder 
(his association mill Wilson having hitherto been 
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entirely unprofessional): but he was distinctly in 
awe of his Mend's official position, and felt sure 
that if he had been wanted he would have received 
.an invitation. So he sat with what patience^he 
could muster in the uncomfortable little study, while 
Mr. Barton, on the other side of the fireplace, 
huddled in his chair and uneasily bit his nails. 

They had not long to wait, for in less than three 
minutes there was a sound as of heavy feet on the 
path, and a loud official knock rang through the 
house.^' Barton and Prendergast both sprang to 
their feet, but Wilson was before them ; and as they 
went into the hall they heard him giving a rapid 
account of the circumstances to an awestruck 
sergeant. ^ 

“ Constable Wren's got your bag, sir," the 
sergeant explained. " I sent him round to Fit?,- 
john's Avenue for it as soon as I got your note. 
Lord, sir!" By this time they reached the 
door of the telephone cabinet. “ Well, he stopped 
one then, and no mistake, poor chap 1" the sergeant 
said. " What was it, sir ? Looks almost like a 
charge of grape-shot." 

“ Or. Prendergast says it was a blunderbuss,’* 
said Wilson. " But you'd best get him along to tlic 
station at once. Is the ambulance here 7 Good. 


Get your man in and tell the divisional surgeon to 
examine him as quickly as possible. They can take 


Mr. Barton along ^^ith them too, and get his state¬ 
ment down. Is Inspector Catling there ? " 

"Just coming, sir " tbesergeant^d . 'IWc rang him 
up. Hm t & WBt timttoe fWfQIJbasLk " 
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Good. Then they might as well be getting on. 
You stay with me, and wc’U go over the house. 
Put a constable to watch the door. I*m sorry, 
Miehael "—he turned to Prendergast—" but Vm 
afraid poor Carluke has rather put a stop to our 
expedition. Will you go without me, or would you 
rather slay ?" 

VA rather stay, if I can be of any use," 
Prendergast, as eager as a schooll)oy : and Wilson 
smiled a little, and nodded. " I'd like you to go 
to the station with the constables if* yo« will, 
Mr. Harton," he ! to the morose little figure that 
hovered in the background, " anfl pve your account 
to the inspector. But first there ard* one or two 
more things I want to know. Did Mr. Carluke ever 
have charge of money or v^uablcs in his house, 
do you know ? For the bank, I mean ? " 

Not that 1 know of." Barton said. " But he 
wouldn't have told me if he had. He was as close 
as an oyster on l)ank business." 

." Thank you. Now, this nephew that you .spoke 
of. Do you know his name, or address, or anything 
about him ? " 

Barton thought. '* Edgar Carluke, his name is. 

I tliink he's a ^ip's purser, and I believe he's ashore 
just now. But 1 don’t know his address." 

" He didn't stay here, then, when he was ashore." 

" He tUd once," Barton said. " But they had a 
row about money, and he wasn't asked again.. 
Tliat's how I happen to know about the once, 
because I came to call in the middle of it." 

" How do you mean—about money ? " 
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“ Oh, Edgar Carluke wanted some: and his uncle 
wouldn't let him have it. I don’t know—I didn't 
hear any more than that. But perhaps Mr. Carluke 
would have something about him in his papers, 
if you want to know." 

" Do you know where he kept his papers ? " 
Upstairs, in a safe in his bedroom. It's the 
room above this." 

" lliank you. What is the bank manager's 
name—the branch man; 4 'cr ? " 

" Mr. Warren. He lives in Bclsize Park, but 
he's away." 

" Thank you. By the way, wo shaU want a light 
in that telcpnono cabinet, and the bulb appears to 
l)c broken. Do you happen to know where Mr. 
Carluke kept his spares ? " 

" Yes, in a cupboard in the kitchen, left of the 
gas-stove." 

" Woxild you mind finding me oqe, as you know 
where they are ? Medium strengUi, please.'* Wilson 
went to the door of the kitchen, and stood waiting 
while Mr. Barton groped in a cupboard and ex- 
Iracted an electric bulb. 

" 'fhis do ? " he said, unwrapping it. It's a 
forty." 

" Thank you." Wilson took it from him. " Now, 
sergeant, call your men in and tell them to disturb 
things as little as possible in getting him out. 
.Constable 1" He called to the man standing on 
guard at the hall door. " Take Mr. Barton up to 
Inspector Catling at once and let him make his 
statement, Tell the inspector the sergeant and 1 
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are going over the house and will let him know as 
soon as possible how tilings are going. And, 
constable/' he drew the man aside a little, and the 
conversation dropped to a whisper. Meanwhile the 
ambulance men had come in and were taking out 
their melancholy burden. Prcndoigast, who shud^ 
(lered afresh as the remains ol Mr. Carluke came out 
of the telephone cabinet, could not but marvel at 
the cool calm with which the police officers did their 
business. When it was iinislied, Wilson dismissed 
the other constable, who strode hrmly oil, a dejected 
Mr. Eurton following in his wake. 

Ill 

Tills is a shocking affair, sir/* the sergeant began 
IS the door closed on them. 

“ Shocking/' Wilson agreed, bc^nning to open 
the case whici) the constable had brought, and 
which appeared to contain principally a number of 
little bottles of various kinds. Did you know this 
Mr. Carluke, sergeant ? Any idea why he should be 
murdered ? " 

" Not an earthly, sir/' the sergeant said. As 
quiet-spoken and nice an old gentleman as you could 
wish. Bit unsociable, they said, but nothing to 
matter. I shouldn’t have said he'd an enemy in 
the world." 

" So Mr. Barton seemed to tliink," said Wilson, 
extracting a thin pair of gloves and putting them 
on. " Well, we'd better get on. I've a feeling that 
we've no time to lose in this affair, if we want to 
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catch the murderer. Will you go round the house, 
sergeant, and look at the doors and windows and see 
if you can find how he got away ? Michael, could you 
look in that cupboard and see if you can find ml a 
sixty lamp ? I think I won’t use this one after 
alt.” He laid it on a shelf as he spoke; and the 
sergeant looked up suddenly as if he were going to 
speak, but apparently thought better of it. Prendcr- 
gast found the required lamp without much diffi¬ 
culty, and \(as taking it into the telephone cabinet to 
replace the old one, when Wilson stopped him. 
” Let me do that,” he said ; and unscrewed the old 
kmp careful^ from the top with his gloved hands. 
The sergeant gave a chuckle. 

” ]..ookir\g for finger-prints, sir ? ” he said. '* The 
murderer’s not very likely to have held on to the 
lamp, is he ? Especially as it was broken.” 

” Oh, you never know,” said Wilson. ” Come in, 
Michael, and tell me what you think of it. Yon 
needn't mind treading there now. I looked at the 
footprints carefully before the men came in. Tell 
me how you think the man died.” As he spoke, he 
was dusting the broken lamp and a card which he 
held in his hands with powder from his little bottles. 

Prendergast stared round the little cabinet, 
which measured about seven feet by three. ” He 
was shot here,” he said. ” He couldn't have moved 
after he had been hit, and he couldn’t have blc<1 
’like that if he’d been carried from anywhere else.” 

” That's so. And where was he shot from ? 
Where did his murderer stand ? ” 

” There, at the far end of the cabinet. You can 
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see by the direction of the slugs. There's one gone 
into the wall facing the telephone.*' 

“ An<l Carluke was standing—where ? 

• Just by the telephone, I should think, from the 
way he fell At the far end, anyway." 

“ Then where was the man who shot him standing? 
There doesn't appear to be any room for him. And 
do you suggc.st Carluke walked up to a blunderbuss 
and stood right in front of it ? " 

"It was dark. The light was broken." 

" True, O Micltael. But when it's on in the h.ill 
there is plenty light enough to see anyone inside the 
cabinet. 1 don't suppose Mr. Carluke kept his 
house in complete darkness. Try it yourself." 

PrcndcTgast went out into^the hall to make the 
experiment, which resulted as Wilson had said. 
Wlun he returned he found his friend blowing 
l>owdcr over the telephone. " He must have been 
behind the curtain," l^endergast said. 

" Bcliind the curtain! My dear fellow, there 
isn't room ! It's full of boots, and even if he'd 
removed the boots, the whole shelf is only a foot 
wide. A man couldn't get underneath it. You try. 
No, not tins minute. Come and look at the tele- 
phone. This is rather interesting." 

" Are those finger-prints ? " asked Prendergast, 
looking at the instrument, to which little bits of 
yellow powder were adhering. " They don't look to 
me like anything." 

“ No, they aren't. The telephone's been rubbed 
clean. That's rather interesting in itself. People's 
charwomen aren't usually so particular. But that 
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wasn't what I meant. Look at the shelf just 
by it.*' 

" There's a blooJstain on it," said Prendergast. 
*' I suppose it's Carluke's. But why shouldn't there 
be ? " 

"Because," said Wilson, "that bloodstain was 
right under tlie tcleplionc." 

" What! Then he was actually telephoning when 
he was killed, and managed to put the telephone 
back I I shouldn't have thought he would have 
been jfble (o." 

" Neither should I," said Wilson. " What’s 
more, I don't think he did." 

" Then his niurderer did. Jove, that was prett}' 
cool. By the way, Harry, at that rate, couldn't you 
fix tlie time of his deaVh, anyway ? The telephone 
]MK)ple keep records of calls, don't they ? If you 
;tsked for the last call he had that would fix the time 
almost exactly." 

" Perhaps." said Wilson. " // he was telephoning. 
But we don't know tliat he was, yet. And you 
haven't told me where the murderer stood." 

" Well, damn it I" Prendergast cried after a 
pause, which Wilson utilised to powder the electric 
light switch. " If he wasn't behind the curtain, 1 
don't know where he stood I Could he have been at 
the other end of the cabinet—no, that's impossible, 
the shots are all the wrong way. I suppose he must 
have sneaked in while Carluke was telephoning and 
come right up to him and shot him from just by his 
ear. But it seems an insane thing to do." 

" It does," said Wilson. " Quite insane.'’ 
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Well, do you know where he stood ? And why 
he used a blunderbuss ? It seems an extraordinary 
sort of weapon. Why not a revolver? They're 
pientifii! enough." 

" 1 think I've an idea where he stood-H)r rather, 
where he didn't stand," Wilson replied. " though it's 
only oji idea ; and at preset^ I haven't the ghost of 
a notion how to prove it. And I'm pretty sure I 
know wliy he used a blunderbuss. Think of the 
specific characteristics of blunderbusses, and you'll 
be able to answer that question for your^Lf. * Hullo, 
what's this ? " He was standing close by the 
t<*lephone, peering at the shelf above it. " God be 
praised, the charwoman isn't as thorough as might 
have been gathered from the telephone. Look 
tliere." Prendergast stared at the shelf, which was 
fairly thick with an accumulation of London dust. 
.\t one end, the end to which Wilson was pointing, 
there was a roynd depression in the dust about six 
inches across. " Something round has stood there," 
ke said; and felt he was being a little obvious. 

" It has," said Wilson. " And it has only recently 
been taken down, and it hadn't been standing there 
long. The dust on the mark is practically as thick 
as ^at on the rest of the shelf—it's only been com¬ 
pressed. Now look around, Michael, and tell me 
what made that mark." 

" The telephone," Prendergast said promptly. 
Indeed it was the only possible object in sight. 

" So it would appear. But we'd better make 
sure," said Wilson, proceeding carefully to measure 
the diameter of both telephone and mark. " Now 
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perhaps you can tell me why the late Mr. Carluke 
kept his telephone in so inconvenient a position ? 
I can hardly reach it, and I should say Tm as tall 
as he was." 

" Taller," said the man of science mechanically ; 
and racked his brains to think why the telephone 
should have been renv>vcd to that distant shelf. 
To make room for the murderer, seemed the only 
possible answer ; yet what could it possibly avail a 
murderer to have the telephone cleared out of the 
way ? • Prendergast's mind, as he told Wilson, 
could only conjure up the vision of a murderous 
gnome the size of a telephone, sitting on the shelf 
with a blunrferbuss in his arms. He was rather 
surprised that Wilson smiled at him encouragingly. 

" That*s better," Wilson said. " You're be* 
ginning to use your brains." 

" If the only result of using them is to produce 
hobgoblins," Prendergast grumbled^" I think they 
might as well be unused." At that moment he 
nearly jumped out of his skin, for the bell of the 
telephone shrilled suddenly through the silent 
house. 

" Somebody ringing up Mr. Carluke ? " he said, 
as Wilson lifted the receiver. 

" No, it's the station," the litter said. " Yes, 
inspector. Yes. Wilson speaking. ..." Prender* 
gast wandered out into the hall, where the sergeant 
.was just coming downstairs after a careful official 
search of the house. 

" Well, whoever did that poor fellow in's got 
wings," he said. " There's nowhere for him to have 
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got out at. Back door's locked and bolted; 
windows nil fastened and the snibs as tight as any¬ 
thing with this weather. You couldn't possibly 
pjsh any of them back from outside. There's one 
window open on the top floor, but no signs of 
anyone getting in or out. And the window's too 
small to climb through wit (tout leaving marks." 

" What about the chimneys ?" Prendergast 
suggested. " I suppose a murderer could climb up a 
chimney ? " 

" Not up a gaS'flue he couldn't, doctor/’ iaicl the 
sergeant. " It's gas all over the house, and the 
flues quite tightly fastened in. No, he flew, that's 
what he did. Unless he chopped hfmself up and 
put himself away in pieces. I've looked every- 
where a man could possibly hide himself in this 
house, and there's no one there." 

At this point the telephone bell tinkled to indicate 
the end of the^.conversation, and Wilson came out 
into the hall. " You've some very efficient men at 
your station, sergeant," he said : and the sergeant 
blushed with pleasure. *' 'ITicyVc checked Barton’s 
statements already. His story's all right. The 
landlord of the Dog and Duck remembers him 
and Carluke passing the door last night, and actually 
watched Carluke back to his own house. Then 
they've got on to his hosts at Hendon, who say he 
arrived at nine-thirty and didn't leave till nearly 
one, and his wife and son say he came straight home.". 

" Sounds all right," said the sergeant. " Unless 
he came back after one." 

" That would make it nearly two when he got 
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back/' said Wilson. Buses and tubes would have 
stopped running by then, and he hasn’t got a car/' 

He looked at Prendergast with a question in bis 
eyes. 

I don't think so/' the latter answered. " I'm 
pretty sure he was dead long before midnight. Of 
course, one can't tell to an hour or so—but I'm 
pretty certain. Did ydu think Barton's alibi was 
wrong then ? " 

" No," said Wilson, " I didn't. But we had to 
check iV" • 

" And in any case," said the sergeant, " if he did 
come back, how'd he get out again ? " He ex* 
plained to Wilson the difficulties. " Wliat are wo 
to do now, sir ? " 

‘'Search the house*thoroughly/' Wilson said. 
" And his papers. I've got his keys. I'll help you. 
Only we must be quick." 

" Anything you're looking for particular, sir ?" 

"Oh, as for papers—any thing Ifcaring on tlie 
crime—or suggesting tliat anybody else has been a* 
'em. And for the rest—the weapon/' 

" Blunderbuss, sir ? " 

" Tliat, or sometliing like it. But it may have 
been taken to pieces. I.ook for anything that 
could conceivably be part of a blunderbuss. It 
ought to be somewhere in the house, I'm pretty 
certain, but I've no idea where." 

"It's my belief, doctor/' the sergeant said 
admiringly, as they began their search, " that 
Mr. Wilson's got the whole thing solved already." 

" Only half solved, sergeant/* said Wilsou, 
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turning a rather anxious face on him. I haven't 
got the motive, and I haven't got the weapon. 
And if we don't find one of them quickly I'm 4:fraid 
I shan't get the murderer either/' 


IV 

It was a long and depressing search that they 
conducted through the dead man's effects, while the 
minutes wore on. and Wilson's face gtt more and 
more tense. Prendergast felt that he had never 
till that morning known what a careful search really 
was. Wilson made them grope in ^very crevice, 
shake out every cushion and every piece of fabric; 
he felt along the scams of mattresses and chair 
seats; he made them turn out the dustbin and the 
sink and look under the traps; they even went into 
the little garden and searched the gravel path that 
encircled the hAuse. and all its adjoining flower beds; 
but all in vain. There was no blunderbuss, nor any 
less unusual firearm to be seen ; there was not oven 
anything that might have been part of a blunder¬ 
buss. At length, after more than two hours' 
searching, they came to the safe, which Wilson 
unlocked with the dead man's keys. 

Doesn't look as if there was much to be found 
here, sir," said the sergeant, looking at the neat 
bundles of documents. 

" Well, we can but try," said Wilson, beginning 
to exanune the first packet. 

" You know," he said after a few minutes. " I'm 



IN A TELEPHONE CABINET 


inclined to think that somcboily's been through 
these papers before us. They're just a little hit out 
of order—as if somebody liad tried to j>ut thorn 
l>ack tidily v.ho didn't really know what the order 
was. Like one's library after sotnconc's been 
siublmg it. But for the life of me 1 can't make out 
what tlic somebotly was after. WJiatcvcr it was. 
if he took it away it'^ left no traces. VVliat on 
earth could ho have wanted ? riicrc's not much 
sign of the mysterious nephew, anyway. Mr. C^u*- 
lukc SG^m to have been in the habit of destroying 
liis private papers." 

" You didn't," PfondergiLSt. having no answer to. 
Ihe last quesMon, suggested. " you ilicln't think 
any'tbing of my idea that the telcpJionc peo|)iG 
I'light be able to give you the time of Iiis dcatli ? 
I'hat would settle jKHjple's alibis, anyway." 

" 1 knov.said Wilson. " The difficulty is, that 
I'm prettv certain he wasn't telephoning when lie 
died." 

Rut ho was I ’* Prendergast cried. " You’re 
forgetting his hiuuls—his fingers. I mean. Don't 
\ ou rciucmlx^r the way they were curvo<l ? I can 
just see them. 'I'hcy were exactly at the angle one 
uses to hold a tclopione "—he illustrated with his 
osvn hands—" only a bit wider—as if it had been 
dragged out of Uiern. and the rigor had fixed them 
in that ix>sition. I remember noticing at the time, 
md wondering what he could possibly have 
jocn holding. I thought it might have been the 
blunderbuss—but if it had been, of course, he'd be 
lolding it still. But lh6 telephone's much more 
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I'kdy,’* He stopjxrd with a feeling of triumph, for 
Wilson hud clropjjcd the jsupers and was looking at 
idiii with iiul rcs|>cct. 

" iJy Gi?orge, Michael. I believe you've got it! *' 
fic sujd. I'd quite foigotten his hands, foci that 
J am. Sergeant, do you lia|)|>cn to kiiov/ if the 
Post Oflice Jiave lost an instrument lately ? " 

" An instnimtnt ? I'm fifraid I don't, sir," the 
sergrant clmcklcd, while IVcndcrgast ga]’>cd at this 
unexpected result of his siigg<*stion. ' The Post 
Office attend to tUcir own lost property." # 

" Then ring them up au<l find out, as (juick as 
you cun," was the reply. " Hu»iy up, man, the 
whole thing may depend on it." 

“ Why ever should you thin): they've lost a 
telephone ? " Premlergiist oske^i. 

" It's only a guess," Wilson answered. *' But 
if it's right, it make.s the thing pietty certain." 

The .sergeant was away a long time, while Wilson 
uud i^endergast patiently searched througli a quiet 
old gcntlcm.an's mast imfnterasting private papers. 
When he eame back, he gazed at Wilson witli au 
c xpression almost of reverence on his face. 

" How did you know, air ? " he said, " They 
hixve lost one. There was one pinched out of an 
empty flat in (toldcrs Green within the last week or 
two ; but they can't say exactly when, and they've 
no idea "who took it. How did you know } " 

" Well, it was a fairly obvious conclusion, wasn't 
it ? " said Wilson. " 1 wish it was as obvious where 
it had got to. Come, we must find this thing, li 
a't have left the house; there wasn't time. And 
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there's nowhere he can have drop|>cd it—Good 
Lord I " He sprang to his feet, and niadc for the 
door. “ The owl! " 

" Wliat's the matter ? ” Prendergast said, follow¬ 
ing him brcalhle.^sly xs he rushed down the stairs. 

'* What a fool! The owl, of course I " was all the 
aoswer he got. '' No. wait a moment. I'll be back 
directly.** • 

Prendergast and the sergeant stocxl at the hall 
door, gaping, while Wilson ran out into the road 
and al^ut a» hundred yards up the hill. There he 
stood for five seconds or so, staring up at the trce.s 
which all but .screened the house from view; an<l 
then he rctuaned at the same pace. it’s the 
bnthroom winvlow, I think/' he said ns he regained 
Ihc house ; an<l shot ^ip the stairs, the other two 
following. Anived at the bathroom ho flung wide 
the window, which was the same that the sergeant 
had already found open, anri leaned out as far as 
3 possible to the left, groping with his hand in the 
thick ivy that covere<l the wall. After two or three 
seconds' si*arching he gave an exclamation of 
triumph. 

Got it! " he said. " At least, T think so. Will 
you both please look carefully ? I want to have a 
witness to this." He brought his hand back, with 
a fat envelope in it marked Capital and Counties 
Bank. This he handed to the sergeant. *' The 
weapon, sir ? " the latter said, puzzled. " There's 
more coming," said Wilson ; and dived again into 
the ivy. 

"This wants careful hsandUng," he said as he 
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returned for s;conJ time. In his hand was 
wliat at first sight looked like an ordinary telephone 
receiver. But on looking closely, it was apparent 
that the mouthpiece and the top of the telephone 
had l>ccn removed, and in their place was a fat 
muzzle of metal. Prendergast came close to it and 
stared down the black nuaith of the thing. 

" My Godr it*s the l)hind^buss ! he said. 

“It seems to be/' said Wilson. “We'll have to 
take it to pieces to find out how it worked. But it 
seems quite clear what the murderer did- The 
inside of this instrument ha.s been taken out to make 
room for the charge, ami the hook for the earpiece 
is fastened to the trigger. A man going to answer a 
telephone ring in the dark—remember that broken 
light, sergeant, which was lyobahly broken by the 
murderer— wimiUI take hold of the earpiece and let 
the gun off. Yon sec now the \x>int of having a 
blunderbuss--and a bliiiidcriniss, as Dr. Prendergast 
noticed. charg*;d with a p^^niliarly nasty ty|ie of 
cx[.»anding slug, like soft-nos'‘d bullets. You can’t 
inake quite certain where a man’s head will be when 
lie's answering the telephone, and the blunderbuss 
was pretty safe to hit him wherever he was. There 
«irc some finger-prints on both the receiver and the 
earpiece “—he had been dusting it with powder as 
he spoke—" I'm pretty certain they are Carluke's, 
hut we can oanpare them downstairs for certain. 
I took his prints on a card liefore he was taken away. 
Vote, Michael, 1 think I can answer the question I 
asked you a ^vhilc back—where did the murderer 
stand when he killed his victim ? The answer is— 
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at a prit'atc toU-plione in Hendoi!. Sergiant, ^vill 
y im send down to the station and tell I hem to detain 
J. hvard Barton on suspicion of being conccnicd in 
the murder of Harold Carluke ? I think you'll fiitil 
he's stiU there/' 

" Good God, sir/* the sergeant said. " Wliat a 
diabolical thing! Do^ou mean he fixed up ifiis 
affair and then went off and left the })Oor old 
h(»y to be shot next time he went to the tcle- 
j/hone ? " ^ 

" A^ld then rang him up to make sure he <lid go/' 
s;ud Wilson. “ Twice, you renicmbcr, in case he 
siiould have been out the first time. I’hc tvlfj>hoiic 
people will be able to trace those abortive calls for 
us. 3 >ut, of coui-sc, he was dead long before tlie 
second one was made?*' 

Good God ! *' s;iid the sergeant again. The 
cokl-bkjodcd devil I Why did he ninrdcT liLn, sir ?*’ 
lie spoke as though he regarded Wjlsoa as an 03^0- 
wiliiess of the whole thing. 

1 don't know that, yet," said Wilson. " Hut, 1 
shouldn't be surprised if the envcloj^e you have in 
your hand throws some light on it.*’ He tore it 
open, and a small bundle of cheques drawn on the 
Capital and Counties Bank fell out. Drawing a 
lens from his pocket, he made u rapid examination 
of the signatures. 

" Of course, I don't know llic Hampstead clients 
of the Capital and Counties Bank/' he said. " But 
I should say tlierc's no doubt that some of these 
iire forgeries. Look at the waviness of that line in 
the glass. That's no true signature." He hande<l 
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clicque ari<I glass to the sergeant, who nodded agree- 
nu'nt. '' I j>resumc‘ friend Barton had either written 
them or hcl|)cd to pass tliein through; and that 
Carluke hiid found it out. If we get into touch with 
ilic bank manager, we'll probably get the whole 
story. But you'd better go and make sure of your 
piisoiicr. I doubt whcilicr L'atliug's finding it easy 
to detain him." 


V 

" You gave my ey.'siglit better credit than it 
di>( ^ve<l. What 1 took for an owl^was Barton's 
ha::vl putting the papers away," said Wilson. " My 
only c.xcuse is that I wasn't kH)kii}g at the piace at all. 
1 only got a fault impression at the edge of the retina, 
and when I focussed on it, it was gone, 'iliere is 
only one spot in iJic road from wluch that particular 
bit of ivy is y^iblc at all—and tliat spot's not 
visible from the window. Barton mu ret have thoiight 
himself quite unobserved. But I marly lost the 
clue, all the same, through not following uj) mv 
iinpressioTi <|uickly enough." 

" Wliat i don't see," Prendergast Siud, " is why 
you were looking for a weapon at all—why you 
thought it hadn't been taken away." 'They were 
discussing the ease again after Barton's c.xccution. 
Faced witl) the forged cheques and the incriminating 
telephone, his nerve had gone and he had confessed 
everything—incidentally giving away the actual 
forgers of the clicquos which he had paid over the 
counter. The bank manager on his return had 
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supplied the information that investigations had 
been taking place into one of tlie forged cheques, 
which had been detected, and that the dead man 
had asked him for an interview as soon as he came 
hack on that very subject. Hence the necessity 
(or his murder, llic rest of the crime wjis as Wilson 
had intlicated—even to the stealing of the telephone 
from (lie empty flat in (holders Green and the careful 
[ircaking of the electric light bulb. 

" Well," Wilson said. ** I didn't see what else he 
could have done with it. He had only been in the 
house a few minutes, the man at the gate said—no 
time to take it anywhere else. Of course, he might 
have had it 8n him ; but I didn't think he'd risk 
that, as he knew he would have to go to the p>olicc 
station. If I hadn't found it in the house, 1 was 
going to have him .searched, as a last resort. X^ut 
I didn’t want to do that, because we should have 
had to let him go, after bis complete alibi; aud that 
would have given him plenty of lime to find and 
destroy his weapon, or to leave the country." 

" Then you knew all along he was giiilty ? " 
lYcnderga.st n^kccl. How ? " 

Well, I began to sus|)cct him as soon as I'd had 
a look at the telephone cabinet. You see, it was so 
ob\ious, from the dimensions of the cabinet and the 
direction of the shots, that the murderer hadn’t been 
in the cabinet at all. You saw that yourself, only 
you were convinced that he must have been. But 
there was no room for him to have lx?en, and no 
signs of his departure. There were only Barton's 
footprints visible, and no one could have got out 
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across the Ivxly a:id across that pool of blood without 
stepping in it. I tried myself. That suggested 
that the man was alone when he was killed, and that 
hu was killed by some mechanical means or other; 
and the fact that the bulb—a practically new one, 
as I daresay you noticed—was broken, was sus* 
piciously convenient for a trap. I got Barton to 
put his finger-prints on another bulb for me so as to 
have a record of them, and later I discovered that 
the broken one boro prints of the some hand. Of 
course, that wasn't conclusive; but it woLs st^g- 
gcstivc. Tlie bulb's well out of Barton's reach ; he 
wouldn't have been changing it in the ordinary 
course of events. That was his principal slip, by 
the way ; he >vipcd everything else clean—the real 
telephone rather suspiciously so—but he forgot the 
bulb, 

" Well, if the man was alone when he met his 
death, obviously his murderer could have a cast- 
iron alibi, so that any alibis could be left out nt 
accoun t i n t he prelim in ary i nvestigations. A ct ually, 
it made Mr. Barton's own alibi a little suspicious—^it 
almost suggested careful preparation. So when I'd 
got all I wanted out of him, I left you to look after 
him and went back to make a further study. Then 
I found, as I showed you, that there was blood under 
the telephone, showing that it ha<l been put down 
after the crime. Carluke himself couldn't possibly 
have put it back, as you said ; he must have fallen 
as soon as he was hit; and as additional evidence 
of that, I found, when I examined the telephone, 
that Carluke had apparently never touched it at all. 
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That meant that somebody else must have put it 
back after his death, and cleaned it after moving. 
But, so far as we knew, only Mr. Baiton had been 
in the cabinet after his death. So 1 tried a little 
more investigation of Mr. Barton’s movements; 
and when I found, first that the telephone had appar- 
cntly stood very recently for a .few hours on an 
exceedingly inaccessible shelf, and secondly, prints 
of somebody's bloodstained toe-tips }ust l^low the 
place where it had stood, and a smudge on the 
shelf below wliich looked uncommonly 11 kc; tht^ mai k 
of a knee resting there, I was pretty certain that it 
was he who had moved it—and moved it back again 
when he * discovered ' the corpse. 

“ But why ? As you very pertinently said, to 
make room for the murderer. At this point, I must 
admit, I w«is criminally slow. I ought to have 
Ihoughl of the dummy telephone at once. 'But I 
was still looking for an ordinary blunderbuss— 
probably fixed to the upper shelf, <ind fired by some 
niedianical arrangement—when your lucky recol¬ 
lection of the corpse’s hands gave me the clue. 
Then it was plain sailing ; we had only to find tiie 
dummy." 

" Why didn’t he wait a little longer, and take the 
thing to pieces, instead of giving tlic alarm at 
once ? " Prendergast wondered. 

" Probably because he didn't dure delay for fear 
of exciting the suspicion of the man at the gate," 
Wilson said. " Of course he didn't expect to find us 
there too. He thought he would be able to send 
the ma^i to the police station, and have a quiet 
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twenty minutes to clear up. Our turning up was 
]u.st a bit of bad luck for him. So was that tiny 
gap in the trees. Othenvise, except for the over¬ 
sight in regard to the bulb, which might very easily 
never have been found, I think he showed remark¬ 
able intelligence. His acting of innocent appre- 
hcnsivcncss was very natural indeed, and his alibi, 
if I hadn't suspected him dlready. was just right, 
;.nd not too circumstantial." 

" Did you deduce the motive, too ? "^Prendergast 
inquired. 

“ Not really. I only noted that, as both men 
worked in a bank, there was one obvious possibility. 
But there might have been a hundred’others. And 
you see, of course, the paramount necessity of haste. 
Tf we had stayed to look for 'die motive, we sltould 
never have got thr iu.m." 
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It is alwa 5 rs a difficult job to penuade Wilson to 
take a holiday ; (or, as he is fond of saying, his work 
is his recreation, and he is apt to feel lost without 
it. On the occasion of v^hich I am writing, however, 
I was adamant; for he was really badly run down 
after a succession of gruelling cases, and I was 
afraid, that .•unless he gave himself a rest, even his 
physique would give way. In my double capacity, 
therefore, of friend and medical adviser. I brought 
strong pressure to bear. I not only ordered him 
positively to take an absolute rest, but proposed a 
joint walking tour, <|pring which I made up my 
mind to ensiirc that neither cases nor adventures 
should conic his way. Finally, as old Plato used to 
say,' with great cUfTicuIty he ;^;ree<l'; and tliat was 
how it was that a briglit June afternoon found us 
walking togctlicr along the low sanddiilb which 
border, but do not protect, the coast of Norfolk* a 
few miles north of Yarmouth. 

It was the third day of our tour. On the first 
wc had been content v.ith running la Norwich in 
my Morris-O.'rforJ, and refreshing our memories of 
the old city. The next day wo had pcjkcd about 
among the Broads, and ended up at Yarmouth, 
where we decided to leave the car behind and walk 
in a h:isurc!y fashion right round the coast to King's 
Lynn, 2 ig;^gging inland to look at an old church or 
village as we felt inclined. 

37 



38 SUPERINTENDENT WILSON’S HOLIDAY 

This altemooa we wore walking through a region 
sparsely populated enough. It was a part where 
tlie sea was still steadily eating away the land, and 
iij the memory of man whole villages had vanished. 
Already we had inspected the ruins of an oM 
church, still lying strewn about the beach, wher.', 
we were told, the parson still preached one sermon 
yearly in order to maintain Ws right to the stipend. 
That left behind, we were walking along a very low 
rniige of sand-cIifTs. One solitary house was in 
sight, perched on the very edge, and some* miles 
ahead we could see the big bLick and wliitc b\ilk 
of a lighthouse, and behind it a tall churchtower. 

Upon my word, Michael,** said Wilson, ** Tve 
got a thirst. A drijik, or even a cup of lea, would 
come in mighty l^andy.*' Ko took out the map. 
** There doesn’t appear to be a village nearer than 
that lighthouse, and that's a good three miles. 
There's a small place called Happishurgh just 
behind it, where that church tower is.*' 

I, too, looked at the map. " There seem to bo a 
few houses half 21 mile or so inland,** I said. “ We 
might get something at one of them.*' 

** Better push on/' said Wilson. " There’s sure 
to be a pub in the village. And the only house in 
our immediate neighbourhood doesn't look at all 
hospitable." He pointed to the lonely building on 
tl;c edge of the cl in ahead. 

Most certainly it did not. We had come a good 
deal nearer while we W'crc talking and could now 
see that it was no longer a house at all, but only its 
skeleton. More tlian half of it had slid right down 
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off the edge on to the beach below; and the rc- 
niainder stood dcsoLitc—roof and windows gone, with 
licaps of broken brickwork lying <is they had fallen. 
The door was boarded up; but an intruder could ha.\9o 
readily walked in through broken wall or window. 

" That looks a little more promising/' 1 said, 
pointing to a bell-tent which had }ust come into 
view round the corner bf the deserted house. If 
there arc cantpers there, they will at any rate tell 
us the lie of the laud.'* 

“ There's quite a village of them beyond/' said 
Wilson* It looks to me like a boy scouts' camp, 
or something of the sort. Now's our dianco, 
Michael, of ^vtng one of them aJi opportunity for 
his daily good deed. The Good Samaritan up to 
date, you know/* 

'* 1 don't see a soul about," I answered. 

J3y this time, we had come abreast of tlie mined 
cottage, and within twenty yards or so of the 
solitary tent. Tlio scouts' camp^, if it was so. 
still lay a good half mile ahead on the opposite 
side of a track which ran down to the beach through 
a gap in the cliffs. It looked very wliitc and trim, 
with the sun upon it, whereas the tent nearer to us, 
even in the bright sunshine, still looked dirty and 
somehow forlorn. We passed the ruin and went 
towards it. Not a soul appeared. The tent flap 
was waving idly about in the light wind; and, as 
we came up to it, we saw the remains of a fire 
l>efore it, scattered broadcast by the wind, and a 
number of cooking utensils and other miscellaneous 
objects lying about. 
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Slovenly people, these campers/* said Wilson. 
** Apparently there's no one here ; but we may as 
well make sure." So saying, he strode up to the 
ivnt opening and looked in, A minute later liC 
withdrew his head. *' You have a look too/* he said. 

I'he inside of the tent was in wild disorder. In 
two places the canvas had come away from the 
ground, and the wind ha^ been blowing freely 
throngli the interior. Bedclothes and a few gar- 
moiits were flung about here and there yi coJifusion. 
Morcjovcr, it looked as If the rain had got ih ; for 
many of the things were wet and sodden, though 
the tent itself appeared quite dry. There was, 
however, on the further side a long tear in the 
canvas, and through this a shaft of sunlight wa-; 
streaming in. 

Well. Michael, any deductions ? ** my com¬ 
panion asked, as 1 turned away. 

*' Only that any sensible camper would have 
sewn up that hole, |<ggcd the tent <lown, and pul 
out his bedclothes in the sun to diy.*' 

** I'rue, O sage. And, from the fact that these 
campers didn*t, what do you conclude ? *' 

** It look-s as if they weren't here last night.*' 

" Because it hasn*t rained since yesterday, you 
mean ? ** 

*' Yes/' I answered. " Those things must have 
got wet at least eighteen hours ago. No one could 
have slept in them in that state/' 

*' True," said Wilson, ** and equally, nobody 
would have left them in that state if he had been 
here since the weather turned hne. Ergo, these 
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Coinpers loft here before last night, and presumnbly 
in a hurry, since they didn't even stop to straighten 
things up, or close the tcnt-llap. Queer campers, 
Michiel. Now, why were they in such a devil of a 
hurry? It's not natural." He stood, pondering. 

Hinged if I know. Perhaps they were catching 
a train" 

Wilsan strwlc round the little encampment. 
Suddenly he stopped. " Hullo ! " he said. " You 
see thit bucket.' 

" Y*s ; What about it ? 

" Only that there isn't any water in it." 

" Way should there be ? " 

" M 7 dear^^fichael, it rained heavily last night. 
A regular do\vnpour. If that bucket had been 
standing there then, it *voul<ln't have been dry now." 

" You mean it shows they were here after it 
turned fine. Perliaps they went away in a hurry 
just after the rain stopped." 

" At midnight ? To catch a tram ? Hardly." 

" Somebody else may have been here and put 
the biickct there since." 

" PcrhaiJs," said Wilson. He seemed to be hardly 
listening. Instead, he was poking about among the 
scattered remains of the fire. " Eh ? What's this ? " 

" Come off it," I said. " Tve not brought you 
here to practise detecting why a pair of campers 
didn't wash up the dinner things. It's none of our 
business, thank heaven I " 

" No," said Wilson, hesitatingly, and with a 
faint note of interrogation in his voice. " But this 
is interesting, all the same." He held out for my 
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inspection wlnt looked like the charred fragment 
of a penny note-book. 

I took it from him. " Why” I exclaimed, ‘ it*s 
5 bit of the butt-cncl of somebody’s cheque-book.*' 

" It is ; and somebody has b^n kind cnotgh to 
leave the number of the cheques all ready for 
identification.*' 

I suppose a man may burn the butt-cnc of his 
cheque-book if he likes." 

“ But he doesn’t usually bum the butt-ends of 
several different chequo-books over *a conp-firc 
during his holidays.** Raking among the ashes, 
he had disinterred what were clearly the aids of 
two other cheque-books. In both, ffie numbering 
of the cheques was intact. 

" You know, Michael," M'ilson went on " this 
is re?.I!y extraordinarily odd.*' 

*' Damn it, man, coinc away before you find any 
more marc’s nests." 

Wilson chadded. " Marn*s nests ? Is this a 
mare’s nest ? That's exactly what I'm wonderi i^*, 
my dear fellow. It might be a singularly appro¬ 
priate name. Let's have another look in here." 
I'his time he dived right into the tent. Peering in, 
I saw him carefully turning over the various objects 
which lay strewn about it. Presently he gave a 
long whistle. " Look here," he said. 

1 looked. He was holding up a sheet on which, 
unmistalmbly, there was a long stain of blood, 
rhat it was blood I had no doubt. But it looked, 
not as if someone had bled upon the sheet, but as 
if some sharp, bloodstained implement bad been 
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wiped cloan upon it. There were little tears in the 
midst of tlie stain, as if the sharp edge had cut into 
the fabric. What do you make of that ? " Wilson 
asked. I told him. “ Right first time," he oh* 
served. "Is my medical adviser still of opinion that 
tliesc campers' affairs are none of our business ? " 

I co^ld no longer deny it. "If they arc," I said, 
" let me report it to thc^ocal police, while you clear 
out before you get involved. You've got to rest." 

" My dear Michael. I ask you. You bring me to 
this d(jsolatc spot, and walk me .straight into the 
middle of a mystery. To begin with, Tm human ; 
and secondly, this is evidently the hand of fate. 
Never flout Pfovidcncc, Michael; she knows better 
even than ray doctor what is good for me." 

I shrugged my shoulders helplessly. " May it be 
a marc's nest," I said, " and may you quickly find 
Ihe eggs.” 

" I've just found something; but it's not an 
He held up his hand, and iif it was a long, 
.riiarp steel blade, still unrusted. 

" The weapon," I gasped. 

Wilson laughed. " So dotibting Thomas believes 
at last," lie said. " Precisely—the weajwi. All 
we require now is the corpse." 

" It doesn't follow there is a corpse," I objected. 
" Even if you strike a man with a knife, you don't 
always kill him." 

. " A profoundly surgical observation, doctor. 
But we may as well see if there is a corpse all the 
same. At any rate, there seems to be—or to have 
been—a fair amount of blood about." He went to 
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the hack of the tent and showed me on a patch of 
sand a large dark stain which bad soaked deeply 
into the ground. '‘The man who lost all that 
^>lood, Mi(^aeh didn't dash off at top speed to catch 
a train. Let's have another look round." 

He dived into the tent, and reappeared, canying 
a Norfolk coe.t, a pair of gray flannel trousers, and an 
exceedingly dirty shirt. Those he proceeded care** 
fully to examine. 

" Well," I said at last, "what are the conclusions ? " 

" They are fairly obvious. The shfrt is marked 
' H.P.' Inside the pocket of the coat is a tailor's 
lal>e], which announces it as the property of Alec 
Courage, Esq., St. Mary's Mansions. S.W.i. It is a 
large coat, obviously made for a /at, but fairly 
short man. The trousers, <xi the other hand, were 
made for a thin man. and bear no mark. Either 
they belong to ' H.P.', the owner of the shirt, who, 
by the way, may also be identifiable by his laundry 
mark, or they are the property of some third person 
unknown. We will give ‘ H.P.', for the present, 
the benefit of the doubt. We have thus the traces 
of two men, one fat and one thin, and wc have good 
reason for believing that wc know the name of one 
and the initials of the other. Beyond that, there 
are a few obvious indications. The large man is a 
heavy smoker, and in the habit of carrying tobacco 
loose in the pocket. The small man keeps a car or 
motor<yclc^for there are numerous petrol and 
grease stains on his trousers, and they are of very 
varying age. He has the habit of keeping his hands 
in his trousers pockets, and he has something wrong 
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with his left leg. There are other iufcrcnccs ; but 
for the prcs<!nt they seem unimportant. It is to 
l)C observed that there are no papers of any sort 
either the coat or the trousers." 

“ 1 think I follow you so far," I said. "What 

" We will now," said Wilson, " look a little 
farther afield. And titc lirst tiling we observe 
strikes me as distinctly interesting. May I call 
your attention to tlie footprints, Michael ? " 

I looked closely at the trodtlen sand before the 
tent and tried to follow what I knew of Wilson’s 
methods. " I^ can see signs," I said, " of four 
distinct pairs of feet—or at least I think so." 
"Good," said Wilson. 

" First, there is a large blank impression—with 
no nails or stud marks or anything. Secondly, there 
is a rather smaller impression, in which the sole is 
blank, but the heel is round with a star-shaped figure 
in the middle. Thirdly, tlicre is a very small pair of 
marks that might almost have been made by a 
woman. 7'hey are noticeable bcc.'iusc of the barro<l 
impressions of the soles. And lastly, there is a pair 
with very large hobnails, or sometliing of the sort. 
Am I right ? " 

" Quite right," Wilson answered. " And it can 
hiirdly have escaped you that pairs one and two arc 
regularly on top of the others—or that, in fact, the 
laVgc blank impression is your own crepe-rubber, 
while the star and the circle belong to me." He held 
up his foot for my inspection. 

" Oh," I said rather ruefully. " Then that leaves 
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only the other two. And as we have signed our 
I'rcscnce so plainly, and there are no other marks, 
it seems pretty plain that nobody except these two 
\icn has been here till wc cnr.ie." 

Wilson nodded. “ Yes," he said ; " that is, 
since the rain, which would have washed away any 
previous inij^ressions. Hut it also follows that these 
two men have been here sfticc the rain." 

" But wlut about the wot camping clothes ? " 

" My dear Michael, that was the bi^ckct, not the 
rain. Someone upset the bucket over thAn, and 
then set it upright again. And that was done since 
the rain, or the bucket would not have been empty. 
No, what we have proved is that thei^ two men were 
here after the rain, and that they left in a hurry." 

Drawing out a piece of pa^r and a pencil, Wilson 
made a sketch. *' Let us call the small prints 
' A,’" he said, and the big hobnails ‘ B/ Now. 
here we have B*s * prints first coming towards the 
tent up from the road that leads inland from the 
l^ch. Then we have again ' B’s ' prints going in 
the direction of that ruined cottage, and then 
returning. You see, he has trodden on one of his 
own steps just here, and that proves which way he 
went first. Lastly, on the opposite side, we have 
again ' B's ' prints going away inland, towards that 
road that comes up from the beach." He cast about 
for a minute or two. " No," he said, " 1 can find 
(to other prints at all. ' A' has left none except 
just in front of the tent, and ' B ' only some more 
just by the tent and these other two lines. It looks, 
thon» as if they were both here at the same time. 



WILSOX S HOLIDAY 


47 

We have, however, tnacks of ' B' going away, but 
not of 'A/ Puzzle: where ts ' A * ? " 

" He's not here, at all events." 

"True. Now, suppose we try follovvin?’ 
tracks. Towards the cott:^ first, I think. Study 
the footprints cuefuHy, and don't walk in them. 
They are, to say the least, suggestive." 

They suggested nothing to me, but I followed 
obediently. The steps led to a gap in the broken 
wall. Wilson, who was leading, looked in, and 
immediately uttered an exclamation. 

In the half-room to which the gap in the wall led 
stood the remains of a deal table. 'J'he two walls 
nearest the sc*1 had collapsed, and on<i leg of the 
tabic was actually standing upon air. ]:)rotru(]ing 
over the edge of the cliff. And on the table lay a 
cap, a walking-stick and a macintosh. The stick 
lay a little apart, and under it, as under a paper¬ 
weight, was a letter. Wilson silently picked it up. 
It was stuck down, stanipcd and addressed to George 
t'halmers. Esq., St. Mary’s Mansions, S.W.i. 

Wilson held it irresolutely in his hand for a 
moment. Then he produced a pocket-knife and 
slowly and carefully worked the blade under the 
flap. In a few seconds he had the letter open, 
leaving the envelope to all ap|x'n ranee intact. " I 
think, in the circumstances, wc will take the liberty," 
he said. A minute later, he handed me the letter. 

." Dear George," it ran, " Very sorry to leave you 
in the lurch, and all that. But you’ll find out soon 
enough why I'd better not live any longer. Forgive 
me, if you can. Yours. Hugh." 
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“ Suicide I " I said. “ But how . . . ? " 

W'iL^on, meanwhile, was leaning over the edge of 
the cUfi, gazing down at something below, “ Well ? ** 
%I asked. “ The exhibits are complete/* he answered; 
"item, one body.*’ 

I climbed beside him and gazed down. Below 
US a rltimp of jejune bushes was growing pre¬ 
cariously on the face of tht^clill. And among them 
lay the body of a man, huddled up awkwardly, as it 
had fallen from the room in which we stood. " I 
must got down to him/* I said. 

It was an unpleasant scramble ; but I managed 
it. In a minute or so, I stood beside the body. 
There was no doubt about the cause ilcath. The 
man's throat was slit from car to ear. " His 
throat’s been cut/' I shoyted up to Wilson. A 
minute later he stood beside me, and we gazed dovm 
together at the dca<l man. He was small and fair- 
haired, not more than thirty years old, with a face 
almost childisbly pretty, but now frozen in a strange 
look of horror. And he had been dead many hours. 
‘There was no doubt of that. 

Wilson spoke my tliought. " Docs a suicide look 
like that, Michael ? '* he asked, gravely. 

I bent down again, and studied the wound. This 
is no suicide," 1 said. “ The man’s been murdered." 

" Precisely," said Wilson. " Men do not commit 
suicide by first cutting their throats, and then 
jumping off a fifty foot cUS into a bush. Do you 
mean more than that ? ** 

" Yes, I do. That wound Is not self-inflicted, 
7*he man was seized from behind, and held roughly 
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by someone who then slit his throat. . . . But . . . 
what docs that letter jnoun ? He said he was 
cormnittins suicide.'* 

"Or his murd;ircr said it for him,'* Wilson’ 
answered. “ But look ! What's that ? '* 

In the bush, dose by the dead man, lay an open 
razor, stained with blood. " ITie I siiid. 

Wilson smiled grimly. • *' You wd timt before,'* 
he said, " Two bloo<lstain* i wcm>ons arc surely 
an undue allqj^^ance for one iiiroat." 

“ Tm^out of my depth," said 1. 

Wilson by now was bending down and making a 
search of the body. The murdered man was dressed 
in a silver gray lounge suit; and from this he 
quickly extracted a bundle ot papers and letters. 
Among them were t><b envelopes addressed to 
" Hugh Parsons, Esq.," at an address in Hampstead. 
The letters and papers seemed to be purely personal, 
and, after a cursory examination, JVil^n thrust 
them back into the dead man’s pocket. " Prima 
jocie** he said, "this appears to be the body of. 
Hugh Parsons, whom we can identify with the 
* H.P.' of the shirt we found in the tent and the 
' Hugh ' of the letter." 

" But I don't understand,*' I said, " This man 
has been murdered; but he has left a letter an¬ 
nouncing his suicide. What's the explanation 7 " 

" On the face of it, there is one obvious answer. 
Porrsons has been murdered, and his murderer has 
tried to make it look like suicide." 

" But the letter ? " 

*' If we arc right, then the letter is a forgery. 
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Wc can't tell for certain, at present; but I think 
wc may safely accept the hypothesis of murder. 
To bc^in with—wc found suOident reason to 
suspect a murderous attempt before we had even 
encountered the body or the suggestion of suicide." 

" As a suggested suicide." I observed. " it doesn’t 
seem very successful. It didn’t deceive you at all." 

*' Nor could it have deceived anyone for five 
minutes." Wilson said. ** Let's go over the points. 
First, we have a plain set of footprints leading to 
and from the clif!. They are not the dead man's. 
Secondly, there arc no footprints of the dead man 
leading here, though he clearly came, or was 
brought, here after the rain ; for hfe body is quite 
dry, though the ground under him is still damp. 
Thirdly, wc have the traccu up at the tent simply 
shouting ’ Murder.* And. fourtlily, we have two 
bloodstained weapons instead of one. No murderer 
could possibly have thought this arrangement 
made a plausible suicide. Yet he left it like that. 
Why ? " 

" Perhaps he staged the suicide, and then was 
surprised before he had time to remove either lus 
own footprints or the traces up at the tent.** 

** That is possible ; but I don't think it is correct. 
For we know he wasn't actually surprised. There 
are no other footprints. Of course, he might have 
got panic and done a bunk. Hut he didn't. The 
steps leading inland from the tent arc those of a 
man walking slowly." 

** T;.. n whr.c u the explanation ? " 

" Part of it. I think, is clear. Ixie murdar was 
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done just by the tent. Then the murderer carried 
the body here and staged tlii:; absurd suicide. If 
you remember the tracks, ' B's' stride was shorter, 
and the impressions of his feet were much deeper 
when he was coming this way than on his return. 
That suggests that he was carrying a heavy burden— 
lo wit, the body. What I don't understand is why 
he didn't clear the traces'away. As he left things, 
he was bound to be seen through. And then, 
you say the wound was obviously not sclf-infiictcd/' 
" He may not have had medical knowledge enough 
to know that," I said. 

" He must Ijjivc had enough to know that two 
weapons were not likely," Wilson said. " And that 
just deepens the mystery. The thing's so well <1one 
in some respects, and so Oadly in others. Nov/, why?" 
" I'm damned if I know," said I. " Do you ? " 

" I can think of at any rate one possible explana¬ 
tion," Wilson said, puckering his brow. " But I'm 
not at all sure that it will work. Anyway, our 
immediate job, I suppose, is to tell the local police 
what weVe found." 

It wjis not, however, quite our next job. For at 
this moment a voico-^a fresh, young voice —hailed 
us from above. " Hullo ! " it said. " Something 
wrong here. Bill! " I.ooking up, wc saw two boy 
scouts staring down at us a.s we stood beside the body 
" Something very much wrong," said Wilson. 
".Do cither of you boys know this man ? " 

With extraordinary agility, the two boys clain- 
bored down beside us. " It's one of the blokes from 
that tent up there," he said. 
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There were two of them, weren't there ?" 
Wilson inciuircd. 

“ ITircc. Leastways, two of them was campin' 
out *ere, and there was a friend of theirs stayin' at 
the Bear and Cross." 

" Where's that ? " 

** 'Bout a mile inland, up the traeV. 'E 'ad a 
car wiv 'im, and used toWrive it down Vre." 

" When did you last see any of them ? " 

"Mr. Chalmers—'e's the chap with^the car—ain't 
seen him for two or three days. But I seen the 
other two night before last. Quarrellin', they was, 
Oo 1 D'ycr think t'other chap done this one in ? " 

" Somebody's done him in/' said " Now, 

mind, nothing up here or at the tent must be 
touched till the police corfle. But Tve a job for 
you cliaps, I want you to hunt all down this bit of 
ciiH and see if you can find anything that might 
throw more light on this affair. And, Michael, IVe 
a job for you too. I'm going to stay here till help 
. comes. But I want you to buzz off and find the 
nearest telephone, and get straight on to the police 
station at Norwich. Tell them I'm here, and 
they're to send an inspector and some men out in 
a car at once. Sec ? And then go to the Bear 
and Cross, and see if tliis Mr. Chalmers is .still about, 
or what's become of him. And find out anything 
you can about those two fellows do>vn at the tent. 
When that’s done, come back here, and, if you 
value your life, don't forget to bring a couple of 
bottles of beer and some sandwiches." 

By the time we had clambered up to the ruined 
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cottage, several more boy scouts had appeared on 
the scene. Wilson at once took command, and set 
them to bunt the entire neighbourhood for clues. 
Oue was assigned to me os guide to the Dear and 
( ross, where, it appeared, the nearest telephone was 
\o be found. As I left the scene of the ciimc, I saw 
Wilson neatly covering the tell-tale footsteps with 
a blanket taken from the tent. 

At the Bear and Cross, 1 found no difliculty in 
carrying out Wilson's sugg^^stions. In the presence 
of a gaping landlord, to whom I had given the 
barest minimum of information, I rang up the 
]Kibce station Norwich, and was tucky enough 
to get through at once. A recital of the main facts 
.Kulilced to secure a promise that an inspector should 
be despatched at once to the scene of the crime, and, 
as soon as I mentioned Wilson’s name, there was 
no mistaking the alacrity with wliich the local police 
took up the case. But I did not want to waste 
time ; and as soon as I could, 1 rang off, and turned 
liiy attention to the landlord. 

He seemed a typical country innkeeper enough— 
an ex-soldier by the look of him. and indeed I soon 
found he had t^n a sergeant in a regular regiment 
before the war and had seen plenty of service in 
I'ranee. His great desire was to question me ; but 
I speedily made it plain that I meant to get more 
inroriiiation than I gave, and before long 1 had him 
tafking. 

The two campers in the tent—Hugh Parsons and 
Alec Courage—had been there for about ten days, 
and bad liad their letters sent to the inn. 
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)'.r 'vious week-end, a friend of theirs, named George 
( iialmcrs, had come down with his car, and had 
put up at the inn. He had stayed only a few days, 
and had returned to towm on Tuesday, h'uving the 
other two behind. Tlie two campers had been 
before his coming regular visitors at the inn ; and 
during the week-end they had lxH,'n tJicre more than 
ever, and (Uuxlmcrs had^ several times taken tJiem 
out in his car—a Morris-Oxford. I'hrcc days ago, 
on Tuesday afternoon, Chalmers had received a 
telegram, and on receipt of it liad announced that 
lie must go back to town at once, llic other two 
liad be^n with him when it came, an<^th€y had stayed 
to take a farewell drink together and to see liim off. 
rhe last the landlord had seen of tliem was tlieir 
going off arm in arm, and*a little unsteadily (for it 
had l>ccn a wet leave-taking) along the track 
towards the sea. He had been rather surprised to 
see nothing of them for the ixist three daj’s; for 
l^reviously they had been ficquent and thirsty 
visitors at the inn. But it was quite possible tliat, 
now their friend was no longer there, they had 
transferred their attention to the Swan at 
llappisburgh. It was only a couple of miles or so 
from their camp. 

At my suggestion the landlord rang up the 
Swan, and found that his surmise was correct. 
The two men had spent the greater part of Wednes¬ 
day there, drinking and playing billiards and 
strumming on the piano—for the day had been wet. 
I'hev had also walked over together on Thursday 
alienioon, and stayed for a drink and a game. The 
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Swan, ho’.vevcr, had seen nothing of them since 
then, and it was now late on Friday afternoon. 
There were, I ascertained, no other licensed pre¬ 
mises within several miles. This seemed to bear 
out the coficltision already formed that the murder 
had taken place some time on Thursday night. 

" What sort of man was Courage ? *' 1 asked. 
The landlord's view was^that he was a bit of a 
sport—an athlete, too, by his talk; shortish, but 
very strongly and sturdily built, with curly dark hair 
and a srrwall nidustache—alx>ut thirty years of age. 

" We found a queer-looking long knife down at 
the tent," I said ; " a very thin, sharp blade about 
eight inches lo»ig, with a white bone handle. ]*>o 
you know it ? " 

" Why," said the landlord, staring. " I shouldn’t 
wonder if it was my ham and beef knife. I lost it 
on Tuesday after those chaps were here. You don't 
mean it was-" 

" It may have been the weapon." I faid. “ Any¬ 
way, it’s at the tent now. One of them must have 
picked it up. Could they have got at it easily ? " • 

" It was kept in a drawer in the parlour, where 
they were all sitting. And, now you mention it, 

I remember Mr. Courage went back in there after 
Mr. Clialmcrs had driven off. He may have taken 
it then." 

" When did you see it last ? 

"Wlien I put it back in the drawer after lunch 
on Tuc.sday. When I wanted it on Wednesday 
morning it wasn’t there." 

" Any of them could have taken it ? ” 
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It must 'a' been Mr. Courage, when he went back 
into the parlour." 

That was the sum of the information I gleaned : 
but. os 1 made my way back to the scene of the 
tragedy, accompanied by the boy scout bearing a 
plentiful supply of Boss and sandwiches, I felt well 
enough pleased with it. It all seemed to fit in ; 
and especially the theft of the knife from the inn 
seemed to prove that {he crime had been pre¬ 
meditated for at least two days before its actual 
es'ccution. Parsons was an^ Couwge was 

presumably his murderer. Else why had the man 
vanishc<l of( the face of the earth ? Courage, too, 
was pn>vcd to have had ample rpportunity for 
stealing the knife. Things certainly looked black 
for Mr. Alec Courage. ^ 

1 iouud Wilson the centre of an excited group of 
boy scouts, among whom was a m«in, dressed as a 
scontmasler, whom I had not seen before. Wilson 
tiailed mcchctrily, and. seizing a bottle of Bass from 
my companion, took a long pull. " That’s better," 
he said. 

I told my new's, which seemed to please him, 
while he hungrily ate a sandwich. " WeVe some 
news too," he sa'd, *' and it’.s rather curious. To 
begin with, Mr. Evan son here knows a bit about our 
two friends." 

The scoutmaster proceeded to explain. He and 
Courage had been at school together ; but they had 
not met for years until their accidental encounter a 
few days before. Indeed, Mr. Evanson gave it 
clearly to be understood that, in his view, Courage 
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M/as a good deal of a bad hat. Meeting, however, 
b> chance on the beach, they had renewed their old 
acquaintance and exchanged experiences. Courage 
had introduced Parsons to him, and explained that 
they wore partners in a firm of outside brokers in the 
City. Evan son had gathered that their business 
was liighly .speculative; indeed, they had spoken 
of it in the spirit of gamblers who enjoyed playing 
for high stakes. He had met Chalmers once at 
the Bear and Cross, and gathered that he wac 
the senior parfner in the concern. 

On the tragedy itself Evanson could throw no 
direct liglit. He said he had last spoken with the 
two friends on 'fliursday afternoon, when they were 
going down to the sea for a batlie. Tiicy had told 
Iiim of Chalmers's return town, and had announced 
that they were staying on at least lor another week, 
They had seemed in the best of spirits and on 
excellent terms with each other. 

That was the end of Evanson's direct evidence. 
But he produced one of his boys, who had been in 
the neighbourhood of the tent later on Thursday 
evening. The boy said that he had heard high 
voices, as of two men quarrelling, proceeding fron) 
the tent, and had caught some words about'' a tight 
place *' and *' letting a pal down." The boy had 
not thought much of it at the time, and had, in fact, 
forgotten all about it till the discovery of the 
tragedy brought the incident back to his mind. 

Evanson's story seemed to me quite straight¬ 
forward. He gave of Courage a most unflattering 
portrait, which showed that he thought him quite 
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tlie sort of man who might be guilty of a serious 
crime. Of Parsons he seemed to know little, but 
tc> regard him as in aJl probability a harmless 
pigeon " who had fallen into Courage's skilful 
hands. But I, at any rate, was disposed to discount 
i\ good deal of Mr. Evanson's testimony ; for it was 
c bvious that he was more than a bit of a prig. 

Come over here, Michael,” said Wilson ; ” there's 
something I want to look at again.” 

” Anything fresh since I went away ? ” I asked, 
as soon as wc were alone. 

” Yes and no,” was the answer. ” You know 
those footprints of ‘ B' leading inland from the 
lent ? ” I nodded. ” Well, there's an odd tiling 
a)>out them. You remember I said that Mr. ' 13's * 
stride was shorter and his footmarks deeper on the 
way to the ruined cottage than back ? ” Again I 
rodded acquiescence. ” Well, those steps leading 
inland from the tent are the same as those leadiiig 
to the cottage—short and deep.” 

” 1 don't quite see what you mean,” I said. 

” 1 concluded from the first lot of footsteps that 
• B * had been carrying a heavy burden going to 
the cottage, but not on liis return. That squared 
with our finding the body on the cliffs below the 
cottage. But how does it square with our finding 
the same sort of footsteps—deep, and dose together 
^leading from the tent in the opposite direction ? ” 
** It doesn't seem to square at all/' I said. 
” Where do the other footsteps lead, by the 
way ? ” 

” They go to the road leading to the i.^n; and 
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there they stop. The road snrface is too hard to 
leave an impression.*' 

Then you simply don't know where * B ' went 
after he reached the road ? " 

*' That's where those boy scouts come in. I sot 
them to search, and one of them says he's found 
some of * B's' footsteps ^ain a bit farther up the 
road, leading ofi into a disused path that apparently 
runs along parallel to the cliffs. I've had no cliance 
to foUow it yo^; but the boy says the tracks are 
quite plaih. Hullo, that must be the police ! " 

A car was running swiftly down the road that 
led from the Bear and Cross to the sea. In it 
were two policcfhen and a man in plain clothes. 
Wilson went to meet the car, and it came to a 
stop about a hundred 3rards from the tent. I bong 
in the background while the plain clothes man 
deferentially saluted Wilson. They remained a 
minute or two in conversation, and then came over 
towards me. " This is Inspector Davey," said 
Wilson. “My friend. Dr. Prendergast." 

• In a few minutes Wilson had given the local 
inspector a full account of what we had so far 
'discovered. " We'll leave you to look round here," 
he said then, " while we follow up these footsteps." 
But we were not destined to follow them just yet; 
for, as we turned to leave the inspector, a second 
car appeared, coming at full speed along the road 
from the Bear and Cross. " Hullo, who's this ? " 
said the inspector. 

The second car—a new Moms^Oxford—came to 
a stop beside the police car, and its sole occupant. 

S.W.H, c 
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a tall, broad man of forty or so, came hastily towards 
us. “ What the devil's all this ? " he said. My 
name's Chalmers. They told me up at the pub there 
was something wrong." 

The inspector glanced at Wilson. " You are 
Mr. George Chalmers," said the latter. 

" Yes. Is it true that Parsons is dead ? " The 
big man seemed greatly hgitatbd. 

" He was a friend of yours ? " Wilson asked. 

'* My partner—he and Mr. Cou/age, who was 
stajnng here with him. I've just run down from 
town to see them, and they told me at the inn . . . " 
" What did they tell you ? " 

" That Parsons was dead, and Courage had 
disappeared. Is that true ? What has happened ?" 

"Mr. Parsons left this letter for you, Mr 
Chalmers," said Wilson, handing over the no^ 
which we had found at the ruined cottage. " Wi 
took the liberty of opening it." 

Chalmers took the note, and read it with puckered 
brows. "I don't understand," he said. "The 
landlord said Parsons had been murdered. But th 

means suicide. Though why-" 

" You do not know of any reason why Mr. Parsons 
should have taken his life ? " 

" The thing's preposterous. Now, if it had been 
Courage, I might have understood. This is the 
devil of a business. 1 say, I suppose anything I 
tell you won't go any further—I mean, imlcss it has 
to, you know." 

" I think," said Wilson, " you had better tell us 
rankly all you know, Mr. Chalmers." 
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It's a beastly business/' said Chalmers, " and 
1 don't understand it at all. You realise. Parsons 
und Courage were my partners—we're stockbrokers, 
you know. Ten days ago, the two of them came 
away here on a holiday together, lea\ing me to run 
the show in town while they were away. Last 
Friday, niy bank manager asked me to come round 
and see him. I went, ard he placed a cheque, 
ilrawn to bearer for a very large sum on the bun’s 
account, and asked me if it was ail right. It was 
bigned with Courage's name and mine. I told him 
at once the damned thing was a forgery and I'd 
never signed any such clicque. It was a damned 
good forgery, lAind you; and I could hardly tell 
the signature from my own. Well, to cut a long 
story short, we went into the accounts, and we found 
hat during the past week several other bearer 
cheques had been paid out, all piirporting to be 
signed by Courage and me—and all forgeries', so 
far as my signature was concerned at any rate. 
Of course, I was in the devil of a stew—I may tell 
^ou the cheques were big enough to cause our firm' 
serious embarrassment. We rang up the police at 
once and put the matter in their hands, and then I 
went back to the office, collected the cheque-booka 
in which the counterfoils were, and buzzed down 
here with them to see Courage. Of course, I assumed 
bis signature bad been forged as well as mine. 

Well, over the week-end, we had a tremendous 
:onfab about it. Courage said he'd never signed 
die cheques, and couldn't give any explanation. 
But we knew the cheque-books had been Locked up 
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in a safe to which only we three had the keys, 
hinally, Courage and Parsons fell out about it, and 
accus^ each other of forging the cheques. 1 
trusted them both, and told them it was all nonsense, 
and at length they made it up and shook hands. 

I stayed down here till Tuesday, keeping in tele^ 
phonic communication with London all the time. 
Then, on Tuesday, I got a wire from the office, 
asking me to go up to town at once over some 
important business. And now comes the beastly 
\)dii of the afiair. I had to go to Course's desk 
for some papers this morning, and there I found, in 
his blotting book, some unmistakable transfers of 
a series of attempts at my signature. Of course, 
that put the lid on it. I simply buzzed down here 
at once ; and I don't mind telling you I meant to 
cut my losses and advise Courage to make himself 
scarce. We've been close friends, and I'd sooner 
lose all I have than have to put him in the dock over 
it. You can say that's compounding a felony if 
you like. Anyway, it's what I meant to do. 1 got. 
to the Bear and Cross a few minutes ago, and! 
there the landlord told me Parsons was dead and 
Courage vanisticd. Of course, I was dumbfounded. 
Forgery's one thing; but murder's another. I 
came right on here to tell you all I know. But, 
of course, if it's suicide . . . though why on 
earth ..." His voice tailed away. 

" it was not suicide, Mr. Clialmers/' said Wilson. 

" It was murder. The suicide was merely a clumsy 
pretence. The murderer burned, or endeavoured 
to burn, tlie butt-ends of the cheque-books, and then 
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made off." And in a few words he told Chalmers 
the state of the affair. 

Chalmers seemed more and more downcast, 
rd never have believed it," he said at the close. 
‘'Well, what’s your conclusion now? ” Wilson asked. 
" Tve no wish to draw conclusions. Unfor¬ 
tunately, they seem too obvious." 

" You mean that Courage killed Parsons and 
fled. But why should he kill Parsons ? " 

" I suppose l^arsons must have found out that he 
had forged the cheques. He killed him in order to 
shut his mouth, and then got panic and ran away." 
" Parsons, you think, was entirely innocent ? " 

" Lord bless you, yes. Hugh Parsons had nothing 
to do with this. No, it was Courage who forged the 
cheques, sorry as I am to say it." 

" Well, Mr. Chalmers, will you kindly go with 
the inspector here and identify Parsons, and give 
him any help you can ? " Wilson drew the* in¬ 
spector aside and communed with him a moment. 
" Now, Michael," he said. " A nos meuions/* 
We waited until Inspector Davey and Chalmers had* 
disappeared into the ruined cottage, and then .set 
off up the road. " About here is where the boy 
found the footprints," said Wilson. " Yes, here 
they are. He’s a sharp lad." 

The footprints were rather faint; but there was 
no doubt that they had been made by the same 
boots as the ’ B ’ prints by the tent. There were 
only two or three of them visible, for the track was 
loose sand, and so overgrown that the rain had only 
penetrated at one or two points. But it was quite 
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clear that they were leading away from the tent 
along a suaken lane which ran parallel to the shore 
and about a hundred 3rards from it, and was screened 
from view by a thick covering of bushes on either 
side. We walked along the track for a little distance. 
I could see no further marks ; but Wilson's more 
experienced eyes seemed to be satisfied that he was 
still on the trail. Kv<;ntually, after about five 
minutes' walking, the lane came out on a wider 
track leading on one side up to the main road 
inland, and on the other still keeping roughly 
parallel to the shore. 

" Hullo r' said Wilson. "There's been a car 
here. You notice the tracks. Aad just here it 
stood for some time. You can see the oil ran down 
and made a little pool. Dunlop tyres, with a 
noticeable patch on the left back wheel. That may 
come in u.scful. The tracks run both ways—up to 
the road, and in the other direction—a double track 
each way. Left turn. I think." He led the way 
along the track, away from the main road. 

For some distance we foUowed the track, which, 
though wider here, was still sunken. Marks were 
few and far between ; but Wilson seemed sure that 
we were still following the trail of the car. After 
about a mile the track bent round in the direction 
of the shore, and within five minutes brotight us out, 
through another gap in the low cliffs, right on the 
beach, and within a few yards of the ruined church 
had already visited earlier in the day. No tyre 
narks were visible on the beach; either the wind 
rad obliterated them all from the loose sand, or, 
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if the car had descended below high-water mark, 
the tide had beea up and washed them away. 
But Wilson strode unhesitatingly towards the ruinj 
wliich stood well above high-water mark, temporarily 
protected by a range of low artificial sand-hills 
planted with juniper. There he paused and stared 
meditativelv at the bushes. 

V 

*' Wliat on earth do you expect to find here ? " 
1 asked. 

‘ ’ Who knows." he returned. " One can but look." 

" But for what ? " 

" For what one may find. Look here, for in¬ 
stance." I looked, but could see nothing but the 
sandy soil between the ruins. " Trampled ground," 
Wilson interpreted. " And recently trampled. But 
someone's obliterated all clear marks. Anyway, 
we might as well experiment there as anywhere. 
lYod with your stick." So saying, he began 
prodding with his own, thrusting it in as deep as it 
would go into the sand at one place after another. 
I followed his example. In some places the stick, 
with a little coaxing, went right down. In others, 
it was speedily stopped by something hard below the 
surface. " Never mind the hard stufi," said Wilson. 
" That's masonry from the church. Try for some¬ 
thing soft but resistant." A minute or so later he 
gave an exclamation. " This feels like something, 
Michael," he said. " Come and help me clear away 
the sand." 

* With sticks and hands we cleared away the loose 
sand as best we could. Less than a foot down, my 
hand caught bold of something hard but yielding 
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Together we scraped for a moment and brought to 
light a human boot. Another followed, and within 
a few minutes we had exposed to view the entire 
body of a man, buried a foot deep below the drifting 
sand. He was a young man, short but stout and 
strongly built, with a crisp black moustache, and 
to all appearances not long dead. And \ht manner 
of death was evident. Round his neck a cord had 
been tightly knotted, and the stained and swollen 
flesh plainly showed the marks. 

I had been too occupied first in scraping away the 
sand and then in making a brief inspection of the 
body to give vent to my curiosity till now. But 
when I had assured myself how tire man had died, 
I turned to Wilson. What in God's name does 
this mean ? " I cried. “ Was this what you were 
looking for ? " 

" Permit me to introduce you to the suspected 
murderer, Mr. Courage," he said. 

" Courage 1 " I exclaimed. " Then who . • . " 
But a sharp exclamation from Wilson cut short my 
sentence. He had turned the body over, and now 
from beneath it he drew—a big gold cigar case, 
which gleamed brightly in the evening sun. He 
pressed the catch and the case fiew open. Within 
were two fat cigars, and with them a scrap of paper 
—a tearing from a newspaper. Wilson read it and 
passed it to me. It was an extract from the dty 
page of the Financial Times, describing the dramatic 
slump in the shares of the Angb*Asiatic Corporation. 

From yesterday's paper," said Wilson. " Yester^ 
days, maik you." 
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" Why not ? " I asked. 

The Financial Times is hardly liiccly to be on 
sale at Happisburgh/' he answered. This grave 
was made last night, or at all events the man died 
then. How did a bit of yesterday's Financial 
Times get into his grave ? " 

It may have come by post," I hazarded. 

" We can probably find^out whether he received 
any newspapers by post. The question is whether 
this is histcigar ^asc or someone elsc's. If it's some- 
one rise's, we're in luck." 

" But how did it get into the grave ? " 

" Do you evqr dig, Michael ? If you do, and 
don't take precautions to secure your loose property, 
as likely as not you'll drop some of it, and cover it 
over before you find out your loss. If the murderer 
has been kind enough to drop his dgar case for us, 
1 say we're in luck. And I'm inclined to think he 
has. Judging from Mr. Courage's coat which we 
inspected at the tent, he was a pipe, and not a 
dgar smoker." 

" But how do you know this is Courage ? " 

For answer, Wilson bent down and felt in the 
dead man's pockets. They were entirely empty. 
" I don't," he said at last. " But I'll bet you any¬ 
thing you like it is. You see. I've been looking for 
him." 

You suspected—this ? " I asked. 

*" Certainly. It was plain from the first that wo 
were meant to see through the pretence of suicide-^ 
plain that the murderer had meant us to see throi^h 
it. But, once we did sec through it, all the surface 
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indications pointed to Courage as the murderer. 
Clearly that would not do. If Courage had been 
the murderer, either he would not have wanted us 
to see through the suidde, or he would have arranged 
that, when we did see through it. the clues should 
not point to him. Ergo, Courage was not the 
murderer. Then where was Courage, and why had 
he disappeared ? One possible explanation was 
that he had taken fright and run away, even though 
he was innocent of the murder. But a far more 
plausible theory was that he had been murdered too. 

" That theory was confirmed by a study of the 
footprints. We concluded, on go^ evidence, that 
the murderer had been carrying a heavy burden on 
lijs way from the tent to the mined cottage. We 
found we were right. He had been carrying 
Parsons. But we had equally good evidence that 
he was carrying a burden in the second set of 
footprints leading to the car: for they too were 
deep, and showed a shortened stride. The inference 
was clear, llie murderer had also been carrying a 
body towards the car. But that body could not be 
Parsons. Who was it ? Obviously Courage himself." 

I listened to this convincing deduction with 
increasing amazement. At this point I broke in. 
** But his boots, man 1 Look at bis boots I" For 
the boots on the feet of the body before us were 
identical with the * B' tracks we had found, at 
the tent. 

" I have looked at his boots," said Wilson, 
" That is the final link in the argument. We found 
three sets of * B ' footprints, did we not ? One set 
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led up from the shore to the tent, a second from the 
tent to the mined cottage and back again, and the 
third from the tent to the path we have just 
followed.** I nodded. ** Very well/* said Wilson. 
" Now observe that the left boot on the body has 
two nails missing. If you go back to the tent, you*ll 
lind that of our * B * footprints, set number one has 
those two nails missing; sets numbers two and three 
have not. This man's boots have two nails missing. 
Otherwise, the tracks are the same. Now, do you 
scei ? *' 

*' You never told me that,** I said reproachfully. 

** You looked at them just as i^uch as I did,** 
said the provoking fellow. ** Can you now tell me 
what they mean ? ** 

*‘ Mr. * B * was two men/' I said, rather sulkily. 
“ And only one of them is Courage.** 

" Precisely. Two men with almost identical 
boots^but fortunately not quite identical. Does 
that suggest an3rthing to you ? ** 

" Only a very odd coincidence, I’m afraid. And, 
of course, the fact that we have to look for a new 
murderer.** 

*' Yes,** said Wilson. “ Perhaps we'd better 
start.** 

Wilson left me to watch by the body while he went 
back to the tent to inform the police and summon 
assistance. But hardly had he left me when the 
scoutmaster, Evanson, appeared, scrambling down 
the cliff by a narrow path. I (hd not quite know 
what to do; for Wilson had said that he was 

^ See map, p. 69. 
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particularly anxious, for the present, to keep the 
finding of the second body a secret. But I did not 
see how I could keep the ncw-comer away. I went 
towards him in the hope of heading him off. 

" What were you two doing here ? '* he asked. 
" I happened to notice you from the path above 
and I thought I'd come down and see if you had 
found anything fresh. Have you ? " 

" I'm afraid," I said," I'm hardly at Uberty ..." 

Evanson laiighed. "Official secrets, eh? I'm 
sure I'v^ no desire to pry. But, while I am here, I 
want to have a look at these ruins. Any objection ?" 

" Well/' I said, " if you don't mind ..." 

At this momint his hat, lifted by a gust of wind, 
went flying along the beach. He followed it, and, 
with some dismay, I watched the chase end within 
«a few feet of the shallow hole in which the body lay. 
I ran after him. 

"My God! What's this?" I heard him say. 
" Courage I'' 

I came up, panting. " Well, Mr. Evanson, since 
you have seen this, I must ask you not to say a 
word about it to anybody. It is most important 
that no one should-" 

" But Courage! I thought Courage was the 
murderer." 

" If he was, Nemesis has soon overtaken him " 

" How did you find him ? Who ? " 

• I was scarcely able to answer : for suddenly, on 
the firm sand, I had noticed the print of the scout¬ 
master's feet. They were, to say the least, extra¬ 
ordinarily like the * B' footprints we had seen at 
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the tenf. and tracked to the lonely grave in the 
sand. And they were a perfect impression, withont 
a nail missing. We tracked him here/' I said. 

Evan son clearly noticed something odd in my 
manner, for he looked at me strangely. I did my 
best not to show my excitement; and I flattered 
myself that, after my first start of astonishment, 
I managed pretty well. Evanson went on plying 
me with questions, direct and indirect; and I did 
my best to make answers that sourded innocent, 
and at the same time gave nothing away. The man 
was not to know I suspected him if I could help it. 
But it was wearing work; and I was mightily 
relieved when the police car came naming down the 
track and the local inspector leapt out l>cside us. 

** Thank you, doctor, for keeping watch for us. 
I see Mr. Evanson is here. Do^ he recognise the 
body ? " 

" It is Courage," said Evanson. " But I 
thought ..." 

“ Lord bless you, sir. we all thought. In a case 
like this, one's apt to think a lot of the wrong tilings 
before thinking of the right one. And now, you 
won't mind leaving me to manage this little affair 
my%elL The superintendent soiys he would like to 
see you at the inn, doctor." 

I had been hesitating whether or not to tell the 
inspector of my discovery. But it seemed best to 
keep it for Wilson's ear. " Are you coming back 
towards the tent ? " I asked the scoutmaster. 

Evanson shook his head. " No, I'm going a bit 
arther along the shore/' he answered. 1 wondered 
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11 Wilson would blame me for letting him go; but 
on the whole that seemed preferable to giving my 
knowledge away. I left him, and set ofi at a smart 
pace towards the inn. 

There, the sound of voices attracted me to the 
sitting-room. 1 found Wilson there with George 
Chalmers. Eagerly I asked Wilson to let me speak 
to him for a moment alone. He came out at once, 
and I told him what I had^ found, and expressed my 
fear that Evanson might even now be making his 
escape. «To mV chagrin, I found that my news was 
no news to him. Yes," he said, " I noticed 
Evanson's boots when we were talking to him by 
the ruined cot^ge. But I don't think he'll run 
away, all the same." He smiled. 

" Not now he knows the other body has been 
found ? " 

" I think we'll chance it," said Wilson, leaving 
me to wonder whether he had really something up 
his sleeve, or whether in this case he was not quite 
up to the mark. Sadly disappointed, and more than 
a little perplexed, I followed him back into the room^ 
where Chalmers was still sitting. 

" I've just been getting Mr. Chalmers to give me 
all the particulars about this man Courage," he said. 
" For purposes of offering a reward for his appre¬ 
hension, you know." I took the hint. Chalmers 
was to know nothing yet of the discovery of 
Courage's body. 

• Now, Mr. Chalmers," Wilson went on. " You 
say Courage and Parsons quarrelled badly over the 
week-end, but had made it up before you left." 
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"Yes;* 

Since you went away, have you either heard 
from, or communicated with, either of them^ *' 

" No.'* 

" Is there any way you can think of in which 
either could have got to know what you have since 
discovered about Courage ? " 

Impossible. I only found it out m)'sclf this 
morning." 

*' But it is possible Hr. Parsons may have found 
out somehow for himself ? " . 

" Yes, that's possible. But I don’t see how." 

Then how do you explain what happened ? " 

" I don’t like having to explain Jt at all. But I 
fear the facts speak for themselves." 

At this point Wilson’s tone suddenly changed. 
" Was your him in Anglo^Asiatics, Mr. Chalmers ? " 
he said sharply. 

Chalmers gave a violent start, and seemed unable 
to make up his mind what to answer. " I don’t see 

what bearing-" he began. 

" I only asked," said Wilson sweetly, ” because I 
noticed you cut out that bit about it from Wednev 
day’s Financial Times.** 

" What the devil d'you mean ? " 

" Well, you did, didn't you ? " 

" Certainly not,’’ Chalmers snapped. 

" You see," said Wilson, " I thought you had, 
because we found the cutting in your cigar case. 
This is yours, isn't it ? " He passed the heavy gold 
case across the table. 

Chalmers stared clown at it as if the opulent little 
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object were a snake. Yes,** he said. *' that's 
mine. I must have left it behind here on Tuesday/' 
" Oh, no, I think not, Mr. Chalmers. The land¬ 
lord here saw you take it out, and light a cigar just 
as you started the car. And he is sure you put it 
back in your pocket/* 

He's mistaken. I must have left it behind at 
the teat, or it couldn't have been found there." 

"It wasn't found at the^tent, Mr. Chalmers. It 
was found on tl^e sands beside the old mined church 
at Eccics* Does that refresh your memory ? " 

This time there was no mistaking Chalmers’ 
consternation. His hand shook so violently that 
he knocked the (agar case to tlie floor with a dattcr. 

" What! Oh, I—I walked that way on Tuesday. 
I must have dropped it then." 

" With a cutting from Wednesday's Financial 
Times inside ? ** 


Somebody roust have found the case, and put 
the cutting in, and dropped it later." 

" It was not dropped. It was buried." 

" I—I can only say I have not bad it since last 
Tuesday." 

Wilson changed the subject. *' On Tuesday, you 
drove back to London in your car ? " 

" Yes." 


" Where has the car been since then ? " 

"In mygarage.except when Iwasusingitintown." 
" It has not been out of your possession ? " 

. N—no/' 


" Then, if your car was down here yesterday, we 
can take it that you were here too. Is that so ? " 
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It was not here yesterday. I was in London 
aU day." 

** Supposing I tell you that you and your car were 
seen to turn off the main road and stop at a point 
where two tracks join on the way between here and 
Eccles, and that subsequently your car was driven 
down to a point near the church at Eccles, and near 
where the cigar case was found ? " 

Chalmers's alarm sedned to increase with every 
word that Wilson spoke. ** It's not true/' he said 
wildly. ‘T tell you I've not been her^ sincc*Tuesday." 

" Are you aware that your car has a highly 
distinctive patch on the left back tyre, Mr. 
Chalmers ? " » 

Chalmers had apparently made up his mind by 
now what to say. " Look here/' he said, " this is 
a ridiculous misunderstanding. You're quite right. 
I did drive that way. But it was on Tuesday.*' 

" Come, come, Mr. Chalmers. ITie marks could 
not possibly have survived the rain. Will you tell 
me where you were on Thursday, if you were not 
here ? " 

Chalmers sprang up. " That's enough," he said 
furiously. " I thought third degree methods were 
confined to the American police. I tell you I have 
not been near the place since Tuesday l^t. when I 
left Parsons and Courage alive and well 1 " 

" And what makes you think Mr. Courage is not 
alive now ? " Wilson asked sharply. Chhlmers saw 
his slip, and made a sudden movement for the doer. 
Opening it, he stepped straight into the arms of a 
large Norfolk policeman. 
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George Chalmers/' said Wilson, signing to the 
policeman, " I arrest you for the murder of Hugh 
Parsons and Alec Courage. And I warn you that 
anything you say may be used in evidence against 
you.” 

A minute later, when the policeman, assisted by 
another, had led Chalmers away, I turned to 
Wilson. ^ 

" But what about Evanson's boots ? ” I cried. 

” My dear Michael, what about them ? They 
'had the safhe arrangement of nails—it's a common 
one—but they were at least a size and a half too 
small." 

"Then it was^I after all who discovered the 
mare's nest." 

“I'm afraid it was, Michael," said Wilson gently. 
“ We all do at times." 

“ ru get my own back on yon when you have that 
nervous bre^down," said I. But Wilson only 
laughed. 

Of course, Wilson's work did not end with the 
arrest of Chalmers. We might be as morally 
certain as we liked that he had murdered both his 
partners, but proof was another matter. Wilson 
himself admitted that it was Chalmers's own sus¬ 
picious manner at the interview just de.scribed 
which had decided him to risk an immediate arrest, 
rather than give the man the chance of destroying 
incriminating evidtjnee. And it was as well that 
he did so; for in Chalmers's rooms at the flat 
which he shared with Courage in St. Mary's Manrinns 
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were found not only the copy of the Financial Times 
from which the incriminating cutting had been 
tom, but also a pair of boots, the twin of those on 
the dead man's feet, except that they had all their 
nails intact. They were half a size smaller than 
Chalmers's own footgear, and were still partly 
covered with Norfolk sand. Thirdly, in the desk, 
at the back, there tumc^ up a scrap of paper covered 
with attempts at Courage's signature 
Armed with this last piece of ividence, Wilson 
interviewed the bank, with the result that the forged 
bearer cheques were submitted to further expert 
examination ; and it was discovered that, of the 
two signatures which they bore-^those of Courage 
and Chalmers—the former was really the forgery, 
though it had been executed so cleverly that no 
suspicion of it had been entertained by the bank. 
Chalmers had deliberately so written his own 
signature that it would be easily recognised as a 
forgery, whereas he had been at pains to make the 
imitation of his partner's signature as plausible as 
possible. This conclusion was borne out by a piece 
of paper found where it had blown behind the desk 
in his study. On this he had actually tried out 
both signatures. This discovery led to a close 
investigation of Chalmers's affairs, from which it 
eventually transpired that, having got the firm into 
serious difficulties through unwarrantable specula¬ 
tion, Chalmers had converted the sums represented 
by these cheques into bearer securities, which he 
had retained in preparation f<^ the inevitable 
collapse. 
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At this point Courage's solicitor, who had also 
been his personal friend, disclosed a statement made 
by the dead man just before leaving for his holiday. 
In this Courage explained that he had detected a 
certain amount of irregularity and had eventually 
connected it with Chalmers. Receiving no satis** 
factory explanation from the latter, he bad taken 
with him to Norfolk certain of the papers and cheque¬ 
books of the Ifnji, with the object of discussing the 
position fully with Parsons, and deriding on a line 
of action. (These were the cheque-books whose 
butt-ends we found at the tent. Chalmers having 
burnt just enough of them to create additional 
suspicion and bolster up his own story.) 

Even with this evidence the Crown had a hard 
struggle to get its conviction. Chalmers and his 
lawyers fought to the very last gasp, blackened 
Courage's character—which, indeed, was none , of 
the best~and poured scorn on the story recon¬ 
structed by Wilson ; namely, that Chalmers, having 
failed to secure his partners' complicity in his 
frauds, had derided to murder them both, and 
then, knowing that suspicion would almost certainly 
be directed to himself, bad staged the clumsy 
pretence of suicide, which was, of course, intended 
to lead straight to Courage as the murderer. Even 
supposing the police did not see through the pre¬ 
tence, linage's disappearance, together with 
Chalmers's statements about the forged cheques, 
would have amply sufficed to throw suspicion on 
him, and prevent any search for another criminal. 
What finally clinched the case against Chalmers was, 
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curiously enough, his own alibi for the fatal night, 
which be had prepared will) care and which very 
nearly saved him. Eventually, however, the police 
proved it to be a palp>able fraud; the defence 
collapsed, and Chalmers was hanged. 

The Happisburgh murderer," Wilson said to me 
one day when the case was over, " illustrates one 
important point in the science of crime. Chalmers 
had brains. No one could have olhiined murder 
much better than he planned it; but,he was a 
clumsy executant. At every point, he lacke<l 
technique. Thus, he failed to make the suicide 
plausible enough. It was so barefaced a fake that 
it was obviously meant to be seen through. But, if 
that was so, one naturally distrusted the obvious 
explanation of the murder to which it pointed when 
one saw through it. Then again, he dropped his 
cigar case, and he failed to obliterate the traces of 
his car. If he had merely carried Courage’s body 
a short distance and buried it in the sand, and then 
really carefully obliterated the traces, I very much 
doubt if we ^ould ever have found it, and then 
the odds are he would have got oil scot-free. No, 
Michael, a really good criminal needs two things— 
brains and technique. Chalmers had plenty of 
brains; but, as an executant, the fellow was a 
bungler. The combination of brains and technique 
is iortimately rare-^r we policemen should never 
catch our hares. Which would be a great pity!'- 
I agreed. It was wonderful how Wil^n was 
looking. Our little holiday in Norfolk had quite 
set him up. 
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" 1 SAY, old thing/* the younger of the two men 
said, '* I donXwant to crab* your show, but it seems 
to me just ^>oMt as merry as a mothers' meeting. 
How aboift slipping off and having one quietly ? " 

** Rubbish f '* his companion retorted. *' They 
won't open for hours yet. Do sit still, Tony; 
you're like a kidr What did you expect ? Battle 
orders for the revolution read out on a public 
platform ?" 

** You didn't say it was going to be nothing but 
dagoes spouting gibberish," Tony complained. 

" Well, that was your own fault," his friend 
replied. ** If you hadn't been a lazy hound and bad 
come in the morning, you'd have heard some fun. 
The platform had no end of a row with South Wales. 
They always put the fraternal delegates on in the 
afternoon, just to sandwich them between the real 
business. It'll be all right this evening." 

" If I'm alive by then and not choked witli the 
filthy stuff your pals smoke," Tony said. " Thank 
the Lord^ that's over." The little interpreter, 
springing up and down like a monkey, had just 
finished transforming into English a long and 
highly correct encomium from a Swedish delegate, 
and sat down amid wearied applause. " Oh, 
Christ! here's another of them I Who is it, Dick ? " 

Si 
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Julius Grovno/' Dick whisp^ed back. " Right 
wing, from Moldavia. Was Minister of the Interior 
in the Moldavian Socialist Government, and made 
himself very unpopular by shooting down strikers. 
We may have some fun if any of the other side's 
here." 

" Well, at any rate, he's a bit less mouldy looking 
than some." Tony Kedford commented, and 
leaned back to listen. He was rclifved to hear the 
Moldavian ex^Ministcr begin his speech* in fluent, 
if rather torrential English. At any rate there 
would only be one speech to listen to in this case. 

He looked lazily round the theatre and wondered 
for the fifteenth time why he had let Dick Warren 
persuade him to come as a visitor to the annual 
conference of the British section of the Social 
Revolutionary Party. He had wondered, vaguely, 
what it would be like to hear a large number of 
people, including members of that workingclass 
far less known to young men at Oxford than a 
crowd in ancient Athens, debate the strange subjects 
on which Dick liked to hold forth in the evenings; 
but so far he had heard nothing but vague and 
wordy speeches about comradeship which he guessed 
bored the delegates as much as himself. To add 
to his irritation, there was a slight but persistent 
echo which doubled each speaker's already lengthy 
perorations., 

He and Dick were sitting at the extreme end of 
the dress circle. Beside and below them stretched 
a sea of faces lit by sraie unpleasantly glaring 
arrangement of gas—for this was an old theatre— 
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and looming greenish through the fog made by 
innumerable pipes and cigarettes. On the stage, 
in front of a lilac background decorated with faded 
nymphs, was a kitchen table with water, glasses 
and papers, and round it were grouped the Execu¬ 
tive Committee and the fraternal delegates, the 
former mostly lean men between twenty-hve and 
forty, with lined, anxious f^ces, the latter plumper 
and inclining^# a superfluity of Ixard and moustadie. 
'fhere were threi women, two of the t3qpe which the 
unchivalrolis Tony merely noted and pursued no 
further, the third, who sat rather in the background, 
more arresting to the attention. She had a broad- 
brimmed hat drdbping over one eye, and a heavy 
fur coat pulled up nearly to her ears ; but between 
them enough was visible of a dean profile, carved in 
the clear olive pallor so rarely seen in England, as to 
make Tony sit up and study her dosely. 

It'd be wor^ while getting that lass to take 
her hat ofi,” he reflccteil Hullo, she's interested 
in the old dago.'* 

As Konsieur Grovno, reaching the end of bis first 
paragraph, strode with a sweeping gesture right 
across the front of the stage, and stood poised for 
a second at the far end, making the very most of 
his beautiful Roman features and flowing gray hair, 
the lady behind him shifted her chair slightly, as if 
in order to .see him better. M. Grovno, almost as if 
he bad heard and noticed, turned his head, and 
stood a moment with upraised hand, gazing into 
the fartlier winp. But only for a moment. Even 
05 he turned, there was a slight movement on 
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Tony's right; then came a report which nearly 
deafened him, a stinging smell in his nostrils, and a 
cloud, thicker and greener than the cloud of tobacco 
smoke, swelling slowly from the box at his right 
hand. As the cloud cleared, he saw the noble 
figure of the Moldavian Minister reel, strike the 
kitchen table, and fall sprawling; while from the 
box an enormous army pistol protruded itself, and 
a huge voice uttered what sounded a triumi^hal 
shout in some guttuial foreign tongue. 

II 

The sound of the voice put an 6id to the sudden 
dazed silence that had fallen on the assembly. 
Instinctively, Tony's eye went first to the lady in the 
broad-brimmed hat, who, with what he mentally 
described as " a yowl," flung herself on the prostrate 
figure. But almost simultaneously pandemonium 
broke loose in the theatre. On the platform dele¬ 
gates and executive sprang to their feet in confusion, 
ooisily overturning chairs, and muttering in all the 
tongues of Babel. The chairman's bell rang agaiir 
and again without effect. In the auditorium there 
was a confused shouting, cries of " Up there I" 
" In the box I " Where are the stewards ? " 
" Where's the door r " "It'sJanikI" " Traitors 1 
Well done I " and so on, mingled with the noise of a 
great many people trying to reach the exits simul¬ 
taneously. To the left of them men fought and 
scrambled to get past. Agitated stewards, pale in 
their red rosettes, nished to and fro, endeavouring 
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to hold back, direct, and pass through the crowd all 
at once, and only making confusion worse con¬ 
founded. 

** Get out. shall we ? " Warren asked ; but Tony 
shook his head. 

“ No, we can't. And. anyway, 1 want to sec 
what's happening. Listen I " 

From beside them the hu^ voice broke out again 
and Tony, Iqfxking round, could see that it came 
from a massive nlan with a beard and a red tie, who 
was leaning out of the nearby box and gesticulating 
with the stiJl smoking revolver. 

" Comrades! " he shouted, and at the sound the 
noise lulled for a fnoment, and comrades paused in 
their struggling to glance back at his impressive' 
figure. " There is no need for haste. I await you, 
see I I kill him, that is all 1 need. I kill Julius 
Grovno, the traitor, the .slayer of his comrades ! 
He speaks of the brotherhood of man, and he shoots 
down the railwaymen in the market place at Pilna. 
We have waited four years, and at last—" 

" Now, then, that's enough." A very different 
voice, sharp, cool and official in tone, broke in upon 
the monologue. Instantly there was a borrihed 
murmur among the crowd, which then resumed its 
noisy pushing and struggling. Tony, whose atten¬ 
tion had tx^n momentarily diverted from the 
platform, Iqoked back at it, and saw to his amaze¬ 
ment that an English police sergeant, rather dusty 
but quite unmistakable, had suddenly appeared in 
the middle of the stage, almost as if he were a 
pantomime figure. In another moment the mystery 
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of his arrival was solved by the appearance, through 
a trapdoor in the stage floor» of the head and 
shoulders, followed by the person, of a large fat 
constable. At a sign from his superior the last 
arrival waddled across the stage, pushing its 
bewildered occupants out of the way, and dis> 
appeared in the near wings, while the sergeant 
advanced to the body and took hold of the arm of 
the weeping lady. 

Well, Tm damned ! Tony gasped. ” Under 
the stage! What the hell did they tirirfk they were 
doing ? " 

Holding a watching brief, I believe it's called, 
and taking some wholly valucl^ notes/' said an 
amused voice beside him, and both young men 
turned to look at its owner, a tall dark man in the 
middle forties, at sight of whom Dick Warren gave 
a cry of recognition. 

" Mr. Wilson! But—what on earth are you 
doing here ? " 

“ Also holding a watching brief," Ex-Superin¬ 
tendent Wilson, once the chief pillar of Scotland 
Yard, and now the most famous private detective 
in England, replied. " But I don't do it under the 
floor. That's an idios}mcrasy of the Special Branch. 
I hope they got the shot down all right.** 

*' They've probably put it down as two at least, 
with this echo,** Tony observed. It sounded quite 
like two." 

*' Did you," Dick Warren asked with awe in his 
voice, " did you know this was going to happen ? *' 

** Oh, no. Uy business was nothing to do with 
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that. And as a matter of fact, I*ve finished it, 
such as it was. Your presence here, jny dear Dick, 
and your friend's, will need more explaining.'* 

It*s my own show,'* said Dick, not without 
pride ; and proceeded to introduce his companion. 

Will you come and have a drink with us, Mr. 
Wilson ? The place appears to be clearing—unless 
they’re arresting everybody outside." 

" They’re hprdly likely to do that," Wilson said. 
" There are half a dozen exits, and I don't suppose 
there can have been more than three or four of 
them under the platform. Besides, I expect the 
orator next door will satisfy their blood lust." He 
glanced to where Ihe bearded Moldavian was still 
keeping up his harangue. " I've rather a curiosity 
to see it through, though. Is the Minister dead, 
I wonder ? Why doesn't that fool Tyrrell call for 
a doctor ?" 

At this moment, however, the sergeant, having 
detached the lady momentarily from the corpse, in 
a loud clear voice asked the theatre at large whether 
it could supply a doctor; and after an interval a 
frightened little fair man, with a face like a rabbit, 
turned back and came to the footlights. As two 
of the Executive helped him up there was an unmis* 
takable noise of boots in the corridor outside the 
box, a door opened, and a gnii! voice observed: 
" Now then, my man ! " 

" Fm going round," Wilson said suddenly, and 
moved towards the exit. One swift glance at each 
other and the two young men followed him. 
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III 

It is not, for the uninitiated, particularly easy to 
find one's way from the dress circle of a theatre to 
the back of tlie stage. But Wilson's expert training 
apparently included an extensive knowledge of the 
internal regions of the Minerva Hall, for in far less 
time than that takep by the constable his two 
followers found themsdves leaping aq'oss a confused 
barricade of theatrical properties mto the wings ajid 
so to the stage, where the group was stafiding almost 
as when tliey had last seen it, the police sergeant 
surveying with a kind of professional contempt the 
alarmed faces of the platform aAd the little doctor 
on his knees beside the body. In front of them the 
great smoky auditorium was already half empty, 
and the box whence the shot had come was empty 
too. Evidently the constable had made his arrest. 
The lady in the broad-brimmed hat had been moved 
to a distance of four or five feet from her friend, 
where she half knelt and half crouched, with her 
face buried in her hand, moaning softly to herself. 

As the three entered the sergeant stepped forward 
briskly. 

Now, then," said he. " you're not wanted here. 
Nobody's wanted here. Oh ''—seeing the card 
which Wilson held out to him—" 1 beg your pardon. 
I didn't know you, sir, at first." Not the least of 
Wilson’s advantages as a private detective was the 
willingness of any and every member of the official 
police forces, knowing that it was some political 
hanky-panky that bad caused his resignation from 
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their ranks, to extend their heartiest co-operation 
to him in all his cases. ** I donk know these 
gentlemen, though."* 

" They were attending the meeting/' Wilson said, 
and introduced the two. " I thought," he said 
with a smile, " you might want to question them." 

The sergeant stared. " I've not much need to 
ask questions/' he said. Here's a dead body, 
and a shot, afut | man who says he fired it. And 
every man jack on this platfonn can boar witness 
that he did it. I should think that'd satisfy most 
juries, Mr. Wilson." 

" M. Grovno is^dead, then ?'' Wilson inquired. 
The little doctor looked up from the floor. 

" Yes, he's quite dead," he said in a shaking 
voice. " The bullet went into the brain. Look." 
He pointed to a round bole in the dead man's fore¬ 
head. "He must have died at once. He'squitedead," 

As he spoke there was a piercing scream from the 
lady on the floor. It was so loud that eyen the 
sergeant jumped. 

" Dead!" she shrieked. "Oh, my God! Dead!" 
The accent in which she spoke might have been 
French, or might have come from somewhere 
farther to the East—at all events, it was not 
English. Half-springing to her feet, and pushing 
the little doctor aside with a gesture so imperious 
that^ he all but rolled over the footlights, she 
returned to the corpse, fell on her knees beside it 
and began caressing its hands, murmuring in broken 
half-sobbed phrases. Tony, who was no less im¬ 
pressed by her looks at ebse quarters than he had 
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been at a distance, went towards her with a vague 
thought of rendering assistance, but was headed ofi 
by the sergeant. 

I beg your pardon, madam/* s^d he with a 
sli^t mitigation of his austerity, but was the 
gentleman your husband ? '* , 

He was my life ! ** sobbed the lady. " And I 
have killed him I If** She broke into renewed 
cries. The sergeant pulled his moustache. 

Now, then, ma'am, don't take on like that. 
You haven't killed him. Here comes the man who 
did,** he added, as the constable returned, leading 
th€ big Moldavian in handcuffs and carrying in a 
gingerly way the army pistol. * Gently, ma'am/* 
as the lady gave another wail. *' Let me deal with 
him. Well, you, what's your name ? *' 

" Tomas Janik,'* the man replied. 

" Well, Tomas Janik. I arrest you on charge of 
murdering Mussoo Grovno. And it*s my duty to 
warn you-** 

I beg your pardon, sergeant/* Wilson inter¬ 
rupted, " but are you certain this gentleman is the 
murderer ? ** 

*' What! *' The sergeant turned and stared at 
him absolutely dumbfounded. '* Why, he says he 
is t And look at the pistol I It's still hot. Didn't 
you see him fire ? '* 

"I shoot him/* said Tomas Janik.with satis¬ 
faction. " For betrayal.** 

" I am looking at the pistol/* Wilson said, ignoring 
the last remark. *' And that's exactly what makes 
me feel doubtfuL Look at it yourself/* He took 
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the heavy thing from the constable's band and 
extracted a shell. Now look at the wound." 
The sergeant and others crowded found to see. 
" I don't know how easily Dr. -? " '* Green¬ 

field/* said the man on the floor—" can get the 
bullet out. But I'U ask him now—and you too—if 
it's likely that that Wound was made by a bullet 
of this calibre." 

Even to the naked eye, the improbability was 
apparent. Tht big shell in Wilson's hand could 
scarcely have squeezed itself through the little hole 
in M. Grovno's forehead. And the doctor, on being 
appealed to, shook his head decisively. 

" I can't get the« bullet out here," he said. " I 
haven't the proper instruments. But I should say 
it came from a much smaller-sized weapon. Probably 
a small automatic." 

" But what the-What do you mean ? ** The 

sergeant stared around a ring of faces, none blanker 
than his own. ' Where ts the bullet, then ? if it's 
not in his brain. Or do you mean this thing was 
charged with blank ? ** 

" No. indeed 1 It iss not blank ! " the indignant 
assassin protested. " I tell you 1 shoot him. 1 
charge with ball. I fire ball at him^to kill." 

" Oh, I've no doubt you fired ball at him/' 
Wilson said soothingly. " The magazine's fully 
charged, except for one shot. But I don’t think 
you hit him.'' 

" Do you mean he missed ? " said the sergeant. 

"Not quite. At least, I think not. Look." 
Wilson pointed to a fresh cut on the dead man's 
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left cheek-bone. It looks to me as though the 
shot had just grazed him and passed on. He didn't 
cut himself in lalling, for he fell on his back. And 
that's a fresh wound.** 

“ Didn't kill him ? Grazed his check ? Then 
where is it—^the bullet ? '* The sergeant stared at 
Wilson as though he had the'shot in his pocket. 

*' Well, I should say it*s somewhere around.** 
Wilson pointed up at the box. ** I^ was fired from 
there, and you can see where«M.* Grovno was 
standing. 1 don't think he deflected it much. 
So I should expect to find it in the floor; somewhere, 
I should say, between those two wings.** There 
was a general rush of feet towards the spot he 
indicated. 

" Stop that! ** the sergeant shouted. ** Nobody*s 
to go over there. Barker,*' to the constable, " you 
go and see if you can And that bullet. Bui," he 
turned to Wilson in some perplexity, ** the man 
was shot, wasn't he ? ** 

"Oh, yes," said Wilson. "No doubt of that, 
poor fellow.'* 

" Then—what shot him ? ** 

" Ah ! ** said Wilson. " That's just what we 
don't know.'* There was a moment's silence, 
during which the sergeant stared with sudden 
interest at the lady kneeling by the body. 

" Then it wasn't an echo ! *' Tony said suddenly. 
Even to himself, his voice sounded extraordinary 
in the hush, and the sergeant too seemed to feel it. 
for he turned fiercely on him. 

" What do you mean ? *' 
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I thought/' Tony explained, that there was 
an echo of the shot. This place full of echoes; 
you can't hear half of what people are saying. But 
it must have been the second shot/' 

The second one ? Why not the first ? " 

" It wasn't half as ipud/' Tony explained. This 
fellow fired first—if Mr. Wilson's right. And then 
came the second one—the opc that killed him." 

This is tVtry extraordinary." The sergeant 
spoke with annoyance as his clear case began to 
darken un<!er his eyes. He turned and addressed 
the company. " Gentlemen, I'm afraid I shall 
have to ask you to submit to be searched—or to 
come with me io\ht police station." He blew on 
a small whistle, and in a few seconds two other 
constables, who had presumably been guarding other 
parts of the building, appeared. " Search these 
men." 

The search v/as a long and slow business. Dick 
and Tony followed Wilson's example and presented 
themselves as lay figures to the constables, and 
Tony, at all events, was surprised to find how deft 
and inquiring thick police hands could be. But, 
thorough as the proceedings were, and unsuspected 
as were some of the objects retrieved from forgotten 
pockets, they threw no light on the matter in hand. 
There was nothing remotely resembling a pistol of 
any kind. And, just as the search was completed, 
Constable Barker rc-cmerged from the wings 
announcing that there was no trace of a bullet to 
be seen anywhere. 

" I have examined every inch of the place, sir," 
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he answered gravely, ‘‘ and there is nothing whatever 
to be seen except this/* 

'' This was a large red paper rosette, which had 
apparently been trampled on, for it was crushed and 
dusty. 

That's no good to us/' the sergeant said, tossing 
it carelessly on to the table. '' I'hat's only one of 
their stewards' badges." Wilson picked it up and 
stared at it reflectively. 

" Well, of course it might have^)een a steward/' 
was all he said. 

"Oh, Tm not forgetting them/' the sergeant said. 
" Trust me for that. But there's more than 
stewards been here to^y." HeTumed to the man 
who had taken the chair. "Mr. President, or 
whatever you call yourself, I'll have to trouble you 
for the names and addresses of all present on this 
platform." 

" Certainly, sergeant/' 

" And for the names and addresses of all the 
stewards at the meeting." 

The chairman looked at a little man standing 
behind him, who appeared to indicate that this 
also could be done. 

" And of the rest of the meeting." 

This request put the organisers in a flutter, and 
after some consultation with his colleagues the 
chairman explained that though they could get 
through the stewards the credentials of accredited 
delegates, they could not be certain that this 
covered the whole of those present. There would 
be reporters and individual members of the Party 
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and friends of members, " And police spies," the 
secretary remarked in an unpleasant voice. 

" Now, then, none of that," the sergeant snapped. 
" It doesn’t become any of you to talk of police 
spies with an undetected murderer among you. And 
let me tell you your;whole Party's under suspicion 
till this affair's cleared up, so the sooner you can 
manage to get me a full lift of those present the 
better. ^jntlcmcn, if you'll give me your 

names and addresses you can go for the present; 
but rememW I may be wanting you again, so I'll 
trouble you not to move from your present addresses 
\vithout notif5ang Scotland Yard. Dr. Greenfield " 
—the little doctor jumped as if he had been shot—« 
" will you stay till the police surgeon comes ? The 
ladies, I'm afraid, must go to the station to be 
searched." 

"Oh, no, no, no!" The lady whose life 
M. Grovno had been, and who had not moved again 
from her kneeling position beside his body, gave a 
moan of protest. " It is too horrible—horrible ! " 

The sergeant grunted and glanced at Wilson, 
but. strengthened perhaps by some expression in 
the latter's face, refused to make any concession. 
Eventually the lady was persuaded to depart, with 
lier companions, in charge of one of the policemen. 

"Can we get out this way?" Wilson asked 
another of .them, pointing to the wing which he 
thought had contained the missing bullet. The third 
was sitting at the table writing down names and 
addresses. 

" Yes, sir," the constable said. " There's a little 
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stair just round the comer that leads straight to 
the stage door.,, You can't miss it." Wilson turned 
to his two satellites. 

** Shall we take it ? " he said. They followed him 
eagerly, but had to wait while he carefully examined 
every conceivable spot where a bullet might have 
lodged. Apparently the search was vain, for with 
a murmured compliment to Constable Barker he 
passed on down the winding stone stair to the stage 
door, which was guarded by yet another blue- 
uniformed figure. 

" You can let us through, Gillespie," Wilson said, 
and was greeted with a smile and a haU-salute. 
" We’ve left our names and addresses upstairs. 
Where's this street lead to ? " He glanced up and 
down the narrow alley. 

" First right this way brings you to Pentonville 
Road/' the constable replied. " Ixft's a cul-de-sac. 
Right the other end gets you to York Road in the 
end, but there's a lot of turns. Left don't go any¬ 
where particular.^' 

" Thanks. Not a taxi rank anywhere near, is 
there ? " 

" No nearer'n King's Cross, sir." 

" I say," Tony put in shyly, " my car's just round 
at the front of this place. She'll take you anywhere 
quicker than a taxi. Or—there’s a decent pub about 
two hundred yards along. Unless you want to get 
on the trail at once ? " 

Wilson laughed. " I daresay we could manage a 
drink first," he said. 
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IV 

** I humbly beg your pardon, Dick/* said Tony, 
when the three of them were safely seated in a 
comer of the taproom discussing whiskies, for 
being rude to your conference. Td no idea you 
kept pukka murderers on the premises." 

" Rather strong meat, I should have said," Wilson 
chuckled. " Is tkis how you generally make con¬ 
verts ? " Hut Dick took the matter seriously. 

" No, indeed it isn't! You know that s all 
nonsense, sir. Our people aren't murderers I" 

" They go aboi^t with army pistols, though/' 
Tony said, ** and lobse them oif at unoffending 
citizens. That seems to me to come precious near/' 
" He wasn't an unoffending citi2en ! If you were 
a Moldavian you wouldn't think so. And, anyway, 
Janik didn't run away. He said what he’d done, 
and stayed to be taken. That's quite different! " 
KilliTig no murder, eh ? " Wilson laughed. 
" All right, Dick, I see your point. But, you know, 
there was a murderer there, all the same, in your 
conference. One who didn't confess and didn't stay 
to be taken. As you say, that's quite different, and 
I'm a little afraid it may be awkward for some of 
your friends if he doesn't turn up," 

" By the way, sir," Tony asked," why did you tip 
the sergeant the wink not to let Madame Grovno go ?" 

" •^uick eyes," said Wilson, looking at him 
approvingly. " You'll make a detective yet, Mr. 
Redford. Well, in the first place, because she isn't 
Madame Grovno/’ 
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Wlio is slie, then ? " 

** A Parisian dancer—I think Hungarian by 
birtl)—whom our late friend picked up about a year 
ago at one of lus international conferences. Of 
course you know, Dick, that whatever the public 
virtues of your distinguished delegate, his private 
life was, to say the least of it, a little irregular ? 
Oh, well, I daresay yofir organisers didn't tell you ; 
it doesn't do for political gathenngs to be too 
particular. Rut it's not as censor ntarum that I 
suggested to Sergeant Tyrrell that ho sliould keep 
his eye on the beautiful lady—though it's perhaps 
a little unusual for Grovno to display his mistresses 
in public. Still, she may have turrred up out of 
curiosity, like our friend here. But I'd an odd 
feeling about her grief. It seemed excessive, some¬ 
how, judging from what I know of her career. 
And that melodramatic exclamation." 

" Do you mean you think slie meant it, sir ? 
That she shot him ? " 

No. That—possibly—she know's something 
which may emerge in a less crowded environment. 
No, I don't think it was a confession. Besides it's 
not possible. I had noticed—perhaps you had also 
^wliere she was sitting. She was almost directly 
behind him, and the shot struck him almost full in 
the forehead. It wasn't physically possible for her 
hand to have fired it. unless he'd turned his back to 
his audience, and practised speakers don't do that/' 

Of course." Tony looked at the detective with 
admiration. "I'd not thought of the direction of 
the shot. Of coui*$e, that makes all the difference. 
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That means it came from the audience—I say, sir! 
What about that doctor ? Do yoxr think it couUi 
have been him ? I mean, he seemed awfully 
rattled, and very unwilling to come up, didn't he ? ” 

" Eh ? ** After several seconds. Wilson’s mind 
seemed to return fsom some distant depths of 
reflection. " I beg your pardon. Greenfield ? Oh, 
no, not a bit likely. I know all about Greenfield. 
He’s just bcgi<iTfieg to make a name in his profession, 
and he doesn’t want to be mixed up in a .shady 
criminal case. Very natural, too. He was hoping 
to get away quietly.” 

" Then do you ^now anyon e ? 

” I can't say at the moment,” said Wilson, rising 
to his feet. ” And I’m very sorry, but I must leave 
you to finish your drinks alone. I've just remem¬ 
bered something that I ought to have looked into 
earlier. Apologies.” And, throwing half-a-crown 
on the table, he was gone, almost before they 
realised he was ^ing. 

” Impetuous sort of fellow, isn't he ? ” Tony 
remarked. ” Do you suppose he's just off to arrest 
the murderer, what ? ” 

” Shouldn’t wonder,” Dick replied. ” He's like 
that. He'll sit like a mummy for hours, and then 
rush off like a retriever after a partridge.” 

” Must be a jolly life,” said Tony enviously. ” 1 
wish to God I could do it. But I suppose you have 
to k^ep your eyes so frightfully wide open, and I'm 
always half asleep. Look at the way he'd got that 
point about the direction of the shot now. By 
Jove! ” lie suddenly took a pencil from his 
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pocket and began drawing cabalistic lines on the 
table-top. • 

*' What's the great idea ? his friend asked with 
idle curiosity. 

Nothing. Or—I don't know ... it might be 
something. J^k here. Dick, .don't your chaps hang 
out scouts or something when they have con* 
ferences } Or do they just let anybody walk in 
anyliow ? *' # ' • 

Of course they don't," Dick said indignantly. 
" It's the stewards' job to look at everyone's 
credentials. I showed mine, and I went bail for 
you. But the stewards aren't supposed to search 
people to sec if they're carrying anything they 
shouldn't. We'd never get the business stuxted ii 
they were." 

" Of course not. Keep your wool on. I'm not 
accusing anybody. But your stewards—^where 
d'you put 'em ? At the entrances, and so on ? " 

" Yes, and in the gangways, to see people get in 
and move up, you know." 

" This stage door we came out of just now—^woul J 
there have been a steward there ? " 

" I suppose so." 

" Could you find out who he was—I mean, would 
your jolly old secretary know ? " 

" 1 don't know. The Conference Arrangements 
Committee sees to all that. I suppose their secre- 
tary'd know, whoever he is." 

" Look here, Dick—could you pos.sibly find out— 
quietly—who the fellow at the stage-door was t " 
" Wliy on cartli ? " 
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Because/' said lony with barcly-suppresscil 
excitement, “ because I believe he let the murderer 
in, and certainly out/' 

*' But what the devil . . . ? I tlioii^’ht j'ou said 
just now the man was in front. In the stalls." 

" I was wrong, that's all. See here/' Tony 
painted to his dia^am, " I just remembered noticing 
that when the old josser'd finished his first peroration 
and was waiting ior you lads to cheer him, he turned 
his head and stared right into the wings. I remem- 
l>er thinking at the time what a first-class silhouette 
iic’d make. And then the shot came—before he'd 
{'•me to turn back^ So, don't you see, as it hit him 
hill in the forehead, the chap who tired it must have 
been standing somewhere in the wings—couldn't 
liave been in front, or he'd have hit him on the side 
of the head. And, by Jove," he added, as another 
recollection struck him, " that's how the other 
fellow's buUct came to glance along his check. Of 
ccnirse. if he'd been facing the audience, it would 
have got him on the nose. Look, there's the box 
with your Bolshie friend in it, and there's the old 
boy, and there are the wings. I can't draw for 
nuts, but you can see what I mean. 

" Well, of course, if the murderer was there, the 
obvious way for him to get out was the way wc did-— 
down the curly stairs and out through the stage 
door. And-if he did that, he must have passed your 
man' somewhere there—if you'd a man there. So 
we could find him, don't you see; he might know who 
the murderer was, or what he looked like, or where 
he went, anj^vay." 
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“ rm not sure/' said Dick, surveying the desig.j, 
“ Uiat I want to know who he is.” 

“ Why on earth—Oh, I see. You're afraid he 
might be one of your pnk, and you might have to 
give him away. But look here, old son, if he is, 
isn't it better that you and I^should know it than 
the coppers ? I mean-^we ain't responsible for the 
public welfare and all^ that; and if we think ho 
oughtn't to be caught, wc could xu^t.give him the 
tip to do a bunk ? But I don't somol^ow see old 
Tyrrell giving a fellow a friendly warning, do you ? 
Besides . . . oh, hang it, how can you see a thing 
like this and not wanl to foUoy it up—specially 
when it's your show that's under suspicion ? ” 

The former of the fast two arguments was clearly 
the one which weighed with the speaker, who had 
been considerably uplifted by Wilson's praise of his 
powers of observation ; but it was the latter which, 
urged \vith all his friend's eloquence, finally induced 
the reluctant Dick to undertake a journey to the 
headquarters of the Party in order to find out if 
possible, the name of the steward who had been on 
duty at the stage door that afternoon. Arrived at 
the office, which he firmly refused to let Tony enter, 
he found it, as was only to be expected, in a terrible 
state of alarm and fluster, and in the confusion had 
some little difficulty in securing the information he 
required. However, he at lost rejoined his impatient 
partner, armed with a name and address. 

”' J. D. Evans, 53 Carshalton St., Clapton,' ” Tony 
read. ” Where on earth is Clapton ? '' 

" Out beyond Hackney/' 
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" God ! what places your people live in ! Tliink 
IVe got enough juice ? " 

It was, however, a mistake to take Tony's car. 
Carshalton Street, Clapton, where Mr. J. D. Evans 
was being lodged during the conference week-end. 
may have seen cars passing through it before; it 
was certainly not us^ to seeing them stop in it. 
The inhabitants^! the street immediately reached 
the conclusipm }hat the two friends belonged to 
cither the medi(^ or the police service, and began 
inquiring in unnecessarily loud voices as to the 
whereabouts of the baby and the handcuRs. They 
reached No. 53 finally in a blaze of publicity. 

'* Damn ( " saA Tony. " Couldn't have adver¬ 
tised ourselves better if we were the whole C.LD." 

Such, indeed, appeared to be the view of Mr. 
J. D. Evans, when at last they met him. He was a 
hollow-checked, dark-eyed little Welshman, whose 
face and clothes, to Dick's more practised eye, spelt 
unemployment and long-continued unemployment; 
and he obviously did not want to talk to them at 
all. He admitt^. after much pressing, that he had‘ 
been the steward on duty at the stage door, but 
with sulky a.sperity refused any other information. 
He didn't know who'd come in that way, or how 
many, or how long he'd been there, or when he went 
on duty or when he went off, or what time the row 
started. 01 anything. That is to say. as the per¬ 
plexed Tony felt, he must know some of these things, 
or he would never have been entrusted with his ])ost; 
but he quite clearly did not want to tell them. But 
why ? Why be so uncommunicative to a fellow 
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member of his own organisation ? As Dick, who 
certainly did noj lack persistence when once he had 
taken a matter up> was stolidly continuing to put 
questions, Tony surveyed Mr. Evans from liead to 
toe, noticing his patched and shabby clothes, and 
still more the nervous movements of his thin hands, 
and the way his hungry dark eyes se^ched Dick's face. 

‘‘ What's it got to do with you, anyway, com¬ 
rade ? " he cried at last/in a tone Sf ^ejbly fierce as 
almost to suggest physical violence. 

Dick was proceeding in a somewhat laborious 
manner to explain, when he felt Ills sleeve jerked 
furiously, and saw that Tony, with a face anxiously 
pale, was pulling him away. ^ 

Nothing whatever," said Tony sharply. " Dick, 
come out of this. It's none of our business, and 
we're wasting time. Sorry to have troubled you, 
Mr. Evans. Oh. Dick, for God's sake come! " 
And he draped his friend down the street and into 
the waiting car almost before Dick's slower wits had 
grasped what was happening. 

" Well! " said tlie latter, as they swung recklessly 
into the Hackney Road. " Perhaps you'll con¬ 
descend to tell me what you're up to, and where 
we're going ? Why on earth did you drag me away 
like that, just when I thought 1 was going to find 
out something ? " 

" Yes, but find out what ? " Tony said. " Oh, 
God, I wish I knew ... I wish I'd never gone 
there . . . Dick, I .say, is that fellow a pal of yours?" 

** Oh, a bit. I mean. I’ve seen him half a dozen 
times. I don't know him really well." 
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Is he—a decent sort of a lad ? " 

“ Oh, first-rate,'* said Dick heartily, though a 
bit grumpy at times, as you saw. He's got plenty 
of excuse, though, poor chap. Hc*s a miner from 
South Wales ; his wife died during the lock-out and 
left him with a famijy of kids, and he's been out of 
work ever since. A don't know how he manages to 
live, but he doc^ and works Lke a nigger for the 
Party, too. needn't have worried, he wasn't, 

going to goffer me, though I admit he looked like it." 

" I wasn't worrying about you. you idiot! " 

" Then what's eating you ? " 

'T tell you I don't know. Where's Mr. Wilson live?" 

" I haven't an idea. His office is in Charing 
Cross, but of course it'll be closed now." 

" What number ? " 

" Look here, what in the hell's the use ? I tell 
you it'll be dosed." 

" I'm going all the same. There's just a chance 
he may be there. 1 must see him if I can." 

And so he did, in spite of the other’s protests; 
and when Wilson's offices in Charing Cross had* 
proved as blank and unresponsive as might have 
been expected at eight o'dock of a Sunday evening, 
he was with difficulty persuaded to refrain from 
ringing up all the Wilsons in the London telephone 
directory on the chance that one of them might be 
the man he wanted, before he finally agreed to let 
hi? exhausted friend find somewhere to eat. After a 
gloomy and silent dinner, during which Tony firmly 
refused to say what was in his mind, they parted 
for the night. 
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V 

The thought which had driven Tony post*haste 
out of the Clapton house, and which continued to 
trouble him to the extent of depriving him of several 
hours' sleep, was simply the jccoUection of a red 
rosette last seen in Wil^n’s ha^d, and previously 
retrieved from the floor of the sfhge, just near by 
where he had believed the murderfrtg be standing. 
That red rosette, Tony knew, was the steward's 
badge, and had presumably come there off a 
steward's coat. And it was this fact, coupled with 
the nervous and suspicious taciturnity of the man 
who had admittedly been doing steward's duty on 
the spot, whicli had sent him flying before a breath 
of his thought should enter Dick's mind. For Dick 
was an earnest and persistent creature, and if the 
same idea had occurred to him, he would not have 
run away, as Tony had; he would have remained 
and prol^d it to the bottom. And then what would 
have happened ? For it was one thing to investi¬ 
gate what strangers had got into the afternoon's 
meeting and how; it was quite another to fix a 
crime on one of your own friends, and a first-rate 
fellow " at that. It will be observed that Tony 
had unconsciously quite accepted Dick's statement 
that no member of his Party would have shot a 
man and run away, but now he was not quite so 
sure. The man Evans, he rehearsed to himself, 
was certainly frightened as well as grumpy. He was 
very badly off, out-of-work, and victimised. Could 
he, for cash down, say, have done a thing like 



THE INTERNATIONAL SOCIALIST 107 

that ? Then—“ Tm damned if I set the coppers on 
him if he has, poor devil/' thought Tory; but 
again " It's murder if he did. Rc^ murder. And 
he might do it Wliat on earth ought I to do 7 

Well, anyway, I can ask Mr. Wilson before I do any- 
thing." And on this reflection he at last fell asleep. 

The problem //Ske him next morning at an 
unusually early hour; and after a hastily swallowed 
breakfast hf dashed down* once more to Charing 
Cross, where he found, to his disgust though not 
wholly to his surprise, that Wilson had not yet 
arrived. A clerk, whose impassive face seemed to 
him to show a criminal lack of interest in his 
business, showed him into a small waiting-room, 
which he found he was to share with an unmistakable 
taxi driver ; and there ensued some twenty minutes 
of waiting, which Tony supported considerably less 
well than did the taxi driver. At last, however, 
there was the welcome sound of feet on the stairs. 
But, confound it! there were almost certainly more 
than one pair. And there were undeniably voices. 
Had Wilson the bad taste to bring in yet another 
client with him 7 But no ... in a minute the 
door of the waiting-room opened, and the clerk 
looked in and beckoned silently to—the taxi 
driver I Tony's class-conscious spirit nearly sent 
him furiously down the stairs again, but fortunately 
he restrained the impulse, for in another minute the 
door opened again and Wilson himself appeared. 

" You wanted to see me, Mr. Redford ? " he said, 
and Tony, without any further preliminary, hastily 
blurted out all his deductions and all his fears. 
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“ So I don’t know what to do/* he concluded 
miserably, his eyes on Wilson’s face. 

" I see,” the latter said. Well, Mr. Redford, let 
me first compliment you on your observation. You 
reached exactly tlie same conclusion as to the 
direction ol the shot tliat 1 di<| myself. But as to 
the rest, I tliink you’re WTong.” Tony gave a gasp 
of relief. ” You thought that Mm Evans might be 
.the guilty person on tfic eviricncet of ^his ? ” He 
took the tell-tale rosette from his pock(;t. ” That 
he dropped it in his haste ? ” Tony nodded without 
streaking. 

*' Well, I don't think he did—chiefly because the 
thing’s a fake. I had a goo<l lo^ at the steward 
who passed me in, and found tliat he was wearing a 
rosette made of red ribbon. Later I confirmed that 
all the stewards' rosettes were similarly made. 
They were served out by the committee at the 
beginning of the conference. But this thing, as you 
can see, isn't made of ribbon at all; it's made of 
red paper. It’s a good enough imitation to pass in 
that dim light, but it's an imitation for all that. 
So I tliink we may exonerate your friend at the 
door. This rosette was manufactured by somebody 
who for some reason wished to pass as a steward— 
and I think we can guess why.” 

” But-” Tony stammered. ” Do you mean— 

Evans had nothing to do with it ? I’d like to think 
so, but he looked awfully queer. Really as if‘he 
had done something, 1 mean.” 

” I think he had,” said Wilson. ”1 also think 
I've got an idea what it was. But shall we leave 
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that for a moment and see how my friend Inspector 
I'laikic's getting on with the taxi driver ? He's 
part of your case, too.'" 

He led the way into his own office, where an 
undoubted policeman in plain clothes was talking *.o 
the taxi driver, notebook in hand. 

This," said as the iwihccman looked up, 

" is Mr. Redford^who Incs lKx;n collecting some very 
interesting inforpiation abdut tliis business. Mr. 
Red ford, Inspector DIaikic. Well, Hhiikic, any 
luck > " • 

" You're right, as usual," the inspector said. 
" Though how you gurs.sccl it was a taxi beats me." 

" Well, he wouitl almost have had to have a taxi," 
Wilson .said. " Unless he lived very near. Where 
did yon pick up Ibis man you think is ours ? " he 
asked till* taxi driver. 

" Pentonvillo Road." the man replied. " 'Bout 
two tnuidrcd yards from King's Cross. Pretty well 
all in he was, too, when he hailed me." 

*' And you put him down—where ? " 

" Middlesex 'Ospital." 

Wilsc»n made a gesture of impatience. " I might 
have saved twelve hours if I’d thought of trying 
the hospitals. But I made sure hc'<l go home." 

" So lie <lid, guvnor," said the cabby with a grin. 
" Leastways he tried. 'Twasn't he told me to go 
the Middlesex. No, says he, put me down in Regent 
Street, corner of Mortimer Street. Ihit when I gets 
there, see, he's all fallen in a 'cap like. And I looks 
in the cab and sees blood all over his clothes and 011 
the cushions So T thinks, I.onl knows wl: ic's 
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happened to you, me lad. but I'm best out of it 
whatever it is. ,, So I takes him to the Middlesex, 
ajid there you are." 

" And tliere he is, I hope," said Blaikie. 

" And if you're from Scotland Yard, sir," the 
cabman added, " I might mention there's two and 
six owing from PentonviUc Road and the damage 
to the cushions." 

"You'll be all right. I'll see, to,^ that/' said 
Blaikie. To Wilson he added: " I suppose he'll be 
there still." 

" If he isn't it’s my fault," Wilson said, " for not 
taking the elementary precaution of ringing up the 
hospitals last night. I hope and believe they won't 
have let him out so soon. But it's not the man I’m 
anxious about. We'd best get along there quickly, 
ril make Jevons call a taxi." 

" Excuse me," Tony put in at this point, " but 
my car's at the door. I can run you up in half the 
time a taxi would take." 

" Will your car hold four ? " Wilson asked. " Wc 
want Mr. Rogers with us for identification purposes." 

" Easily," Tony said, " If you don't mind a bit 
of a squash." 

It was more than a bit, for neither the cabman 
nor the inspector was a thin man ; but eventually 
they got on their way, Blaikie sitting in front with 
the driver. " Tell him about Madamp Grovno, 
Blaikie," Wilson called from behind. " He deserves 
to know." 

" The superintendent," Blaikie began obediently 
as they shot into Cockspur Street—and then pulled 
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himself up suddenly. Mr. Wilson, I mean, was 
right as usual in t^ing Tyrrell to }ceep his eye on 
the lady. Tyrrell, of course, didn't know—the 
Special Brandi don't know that sort of thing—tliat 
there'd been a first-class row when Grovno picked 
her up, and that the man who'd had her last, a 
Hungarian called «Kolyt, and her dancing partner, 
had sworn to bci revenged. This was about a year 
back, but Grp\np hadn't stiAed from Moldavia since, 
until a mo^th ago. and Kolyi didn't dare go there. 
He was in Paris mostly, by the way. Then Grovno 
started on his international tour. There was an 
attempt on his life reported somewhere near Buda¬ 
pest—no names; it might have been anyone. 
Then we were privately informed that Kolyi was 
coming to England. Mr. Wilson didn't know this, 
by the way, so it's all the more credit to him to ha^'e 
tumbled to it the way he did. Well, we were looking 
out for Kolyi, but he gave us the slip, and we didn't 
know what had become of him. We offered Grovno 
police protection, but he wouldn't take it. Then 
comes this affair; Mr. Wilson thinks of Kolyi at 
once, traces him through that taxi driver, as you've 
heard. And now wcTc going to the Middlesex to 
see if it's the same man." 

" Then that*s what the woman meant by saying 
she'd killed him ! " Tony cried. " Why—she was 
sitting behind . . . she may even have seen this 
Kolyi! But—why should he be in the Middlesex ?** 

" That, if I may say so," Blaikic chuckled, " was 
the cutest idea of all. But you'll see for yourself. 
Mr. Redford. Here we are." 
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TJiey tumbled out at the door of tlie Middlesex 
Hospital. The .chief surgeon was awaiting them, 
and Wilson looked an inquiry at him. 

Oh. yes," the surgeon said. “ We*ve got him 
safe for you—and would have kept him a day or two 
longer. It was a nasty wound, in the shoulder, 
though not dangerous. But a fair amount 

of blood. He's only half consciciUs, now, if you 
want to have a look at him." 

Did you hapjwn to see the bullet ? 

" I did. Good hefty charge from an army pistol. 
As a matter of fact, I kept it, just in case of accidents. 
You sec, it was an odd business altogether, a man 
turning up out of nowhere with an army bullet in 
him. and I thought somebody migl)t be asking 
questions about it." 

Good man ! " said Wilson softly. “ WeU, shaU 
we go ? " 

l^ho surgeon led the way into a long ward, where 
a man, olive-skinned and dark-hair«l, lay bandaged 
in a bod with his eyes closed, tossing and muttering 
to himself. 

*' That's Kolyi, beyond a doubt,’* Wilson said. 
“ Is it also your passenger, Mr. Rogers ? " 

** That's *im," the cabman said. " 1*11 take my 
oath on it. Foreign-looking gent, I said he was. 
That's how I 'appened to notice him." 

*' WeU, that's that, then," said Wilson, Thanks 
very much. Dr. Morton. The inspector will be 
sending a man down to keep an eye on your patient, 
and I think he’d appreciate the loan of that bullet 
you took out of him.*' 



THE INTERNATIONAL SOCIALIST 113 


VI 

“It was rcal!y a problem in gcomofry/' said 
Wilson, as he sat in a Soho restaurant with Dick 
and Tony, eating a meal which the latter had 
insisted on ordering to celebrate the occ.won. ''As 
Mr. Redlord very Cutely observed, given the txtv'l' 
of the wound amd the |M)stlion of (>rovr)o. the sliot 
could only ^ have come from Unit distant wing., 
There, presumably, the murderer luul slfxvh and 
there also was the false rosette that bar I s erved to 
disguise his presence. But there was also the other 
bullet, which had totally disappeared without 
leaving a trace, and in that very same wing. I 
worked out the angles, and it seemed to me that the 
o?dy place the bullet could have gone was some¬ 
where in the murderer’s body about shoulder level. 
Well, it didn’t kill him, or we should have found 
his body; but it must have damaged him con 
sidcrably. You can't carry a large army bullo 
inside you without being inconvcnioiiced. I then 
fore guessed that he wouldn't have been able t • 
walk far, and would have had to take a taxi unlo: 
he lived very close. I'd an idea then, arising parth 
from MadiUne Grovno’s bchavimtr, of who hv 
might be, and then 1 went to see Blaikie ajid found 
that her late lover was actually supposed to be in 
London. • So then we made iUsUiirics of the taxis 
hbm nearby ranks and found Kir. Rogers without 
much difficulty. Of course I ouglit to liavc made 
inquiries of the hospitals at once; but being im¬ 
pressed by the idea that he'd have tried to get away 
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as quickly as he could, I overlooked the possibility 
of his having fainted/* 

Retributive justice, by Jove/' said Tony. 
" But, I say, sir, didn't Evans do anything at all ? 
Could I have saved all my hash ? " 

Evans," said Wilson, " whpm I saw this after¬ 
noon, committed a crime in his ^wn eyes, but not 
quite the crime of which you suspected him. He 
left his post for a short while duri;:g the afternoon 
to do something ^v^th a friend—1 didn't inquire 
what—and it was during his absence that Kolyi got 
in. He wasn't in fear of the police, but of his own 
officers. I understand," he said to Dick, " that 
your people's discipline is pretty strict, and he was 
afraid of losing his conference allowance, which, as 
you know, he couldn't afford to do." 

" I say, poor devil I" said Tony repentantly. 
" And there was 1 thinking he'd committed murder 
at least. I am a rotten fooL" 

“ Not at all/' Wilson said. " I think you did 
excellently. The reading of motives is a thing 
which only comes with practice." 

" But how the devil is one to practise ?'' Tony 
sighed; and then looked up with a shy hope. 
" I say, Mr. Wilson, if ever you want an apprentice, 
you’ll remember me, won't you ? " 



THE DISAPPEARANCE OF PHILIP 

MANSFIELD 

Jevoks entered X^lson’s sanctum and closed the 
door softly behind him. 

'' A lady to you, he said. She won't, 
give her name." 

Wilson groaned. Of all his clients, he hated most 
distressed ladies who refused to give their names. 

" What sort of j lady ? " he asked. 

" Well drc.«sed, sir, about tliirty, very quiet and 
pleasant looking; quite a lady, sir/' said jevons, 
who had been trained to tell 1^ employer what he 
wanted to know in as few words as possible. " She 
is very much upset," he added. 

Wilson thrust from him the papers—a dull case— 
at which he was working. Send her in," he said, 
" but tell her I'm very busy.” He rose from his 
chair. 

A moment later he was shaking hands with a 
tall, good-looking woman, well but soberly dressed, 
whose face he faintly remembered, but whom he 
could not name or place in his memory. 

" 1 have met you before," he said, " Mrs.-? " 

Mis eye had noticed the wedding ring and keeper 
b:idging through the glove. 

" MansOeld," said the lady. " You saw me 
just for a moment when I came here to call for my 
husband last week." 
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Of course/' said Wilson, Your husband was 
to have come to^sec me iliis morning. I ho;^ there 
is nothing-** 

Oh, Hr. Wilson/’ snid the lady, my husband 
lias dijoj)]>carcd. I am sure tliere is something 
wrong.*' Jle could see the excitement and distress 
his visitor was holding back. ^ 

*'I)i«apixarcd I " said Wilson. <*.Sit tljwn here 
and tell me all about it." • ’ , 

" You know nolisiug ? " . 

" My dear lady, I can hardly believe what you 
tell me." 

"Oh. I hoped against hope vou might know. 
My liu^^band conj-ullal you last week." I>hs. 
Manshcld paused. " He did not tell me what it 
was about." 

" It was about a Imsincss troiible, madam, but 
I cannot see at pres* nt how it can have any con¬ 
nection with his disopprarance. Sujjjx^e you tell 
me what has happened in your own way. Take 
yoiu time, and omit nothing that Can possibly be of 
importance, even if you do not see its connection 
with this affair." 

Wliilc the visitor told her tale, Wilujn sat at his 
table, with eyes clascd and the tips of his long, 
slender fingers pressed tightly together. His logs 
were tlirust out before him. Save by putting an 
occasional question, he gave no sign of the im¬ 
pression which the narrative made on him. 

" It happened onlv last night," said Mrs. Mans¬ 
field. " My husband came home just as usual, 
but I could tell that somctiung was v/orr}*ing him. 
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He kept humming a tnne softly under his breath, 
as he docs when he is upset. We had dinner 
quietly together, and he was quite liis nonnal self, 
except pcriiaps tliat he talked rather less tliaii 
usual. Wc had finished dinner when a note was 
brought in by the pxirlour-maid. It was from 
Tom Pointer, wl^ is Phil's greatest friend in 
Hampstead. You have probably heard of him." 

*' The theatrical manager? " asked Wilson. The 
paunchy of the great pro<hictT of jvipular 

musical comedies came at once into his niiiuVs eye. 

Mrs. Mansfield nodded. " Yes, ho is a great 
friend of my husband's. Iliis note from liim was 
to ask Phil to go flown and join a men’s briilge four 
at his house, 'fhe house is only a few minutes 
away, the other side of the Sjxiniards* Way, and, 
a.s it was a fine night, Phil went ofi* just a.s he was, 
without even a hat or coat. He told me not to sit 
up for him, as he might be late. So, at a I wit eleven, 
f went to bed. and it wasn't till 1 woke up this 
moniing that I found he hadn't come b^ick. I grit 
up at once and went to the telephone a ml rang u|i 
Mr. P»>iiitcr. He was apparently still in iK'd, l)Ut 
they fiitclicd him to the telephone. I asked whtit 
had happened to Phil. He seemed very surpri^^^'d 
and asked what was wrong. I asked whether Phil 
wasn't still in his house, or when he had left. Tom 
seemed puzzled, and it came out that Phil had never 
been there at all. And, Mr. Wilson. Tom al)snlutoly 
denied that he had written any letter to Phil last 
night, and said he had been out all the evening. 
I dressed quickly and went round to see him. And 
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that's what he tells me. Phil never went to his 
jicmsc, and he (jidn't write any note inviting him.” 

” Have you the note that your husband received?*’ 

" No. Phil took it away in his pocket.** 

” Did you see it ? Was it Mr. Pointer's writing?” 

” It looked just like his, but I suppose it can't 
have been. Oh. Mr. WiIson,\whocver can have 
hired my husband aw%ay ? ” i 

” My dear lady, thefc are half a4 hundred possible 
explanations, but I can't tell yet whic\ls the right 
one. Wliat did you do when you had seen Mr. 
Pointer ? ” 

” I went to the police station and told them all 
about it. Then I remembered \hat my husband 
had consulted you. and came here at once to see if 
you knew anything about it.” 

** Did you tell Mr. Pointer where you were going?” 

” About the jxilice, yes. He advised me to go to 
the station. In fact, he offered to go with me, but 
he wasn't properly dressed, and I wanted to go at 
once. I’ve just come on to you from the police 
• station now.” 

Wilson asked what the police inspector had said 
about the case. He had, Mrs. Mansfield said, asked 
her a great many questions and promised to make 
full inquiries into the ease. But^she hesitated-^ 
he had seemed rather as if he supposed her husband’s 
disappearance would clear itself up in due course. 

” I believe,” she said, " he tliought Phil had gone 
away of his own free will.” 

Wilson made no reply to this. It was, indeed, 
quite a possible explanation. Instead, ho asked her 
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whether Tom Pointer had told her where he had 
been the night before when, as he said, he iiad been 
out the whole evening. Yes, Pointer had said that 
he had dined at Vcrncy*s, and then gone on to the 
first night of a new film, Tiu Dearth of a Notion, 
at the Loggia. 

“ Was he alone 

** Oh, Mr. Wilson, you can't suspect Tom Pointer 
of having anythto do \Yith this. He's Phil'.s 
greatest friend." 

Wilson could quite well imagine circumstances in 
wliich a husband's greatest friend might help him 
to disappear quietly from his wife. But he did not 
tell Mrs. Mansfield this; nor did the explanation seem, 
cm the face ol it, to cover the facts as he knew 
them. 

“ My dear lady, I suspect no one," he said. 
“ Equally I suspect everybody. It is far too early 
to begin making up one's mind." 

"Well," said Mrs. Mansfield decisively, " I'ni 
certain Tom Pointer hadn’t anything to do with it. 
And he wasn't alone. He told me that his brother, 
Mr. Adolphas Pointer, was with him.'* 

" 'ITiat, I suppose, is the Adolphus Pointer who 
is your husband's producer ? " 

" Yes." 

" What time did your husband leave home ? " 

" About nine o'clock. It would only take hini 
three minutes to get to Tom's house." 

*" I see. Will you give me both addresses ? " 

" Our house is The Haven, Heatiiwood Road. 
The Pointers live at Lawnwood, a house standing ic 
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its own grounds right at the edge of the Heath, 
near North End Road.*' 

** How," Wifson asked fmidly," was your husband 
di*esscd when he Icit ? " 

In his ordinary office suit of gray tweeds, it 
appeared, the only distinctive thing about his attire 
being a diamond scarf pin wh^ch he always wore. 
And nothing that the lady coi^hl tell him gave 
Wilson any further light. Mrs. MiirJsficId apparently 
did not know what hod been troubling her husband, 
though she thought he had l)ccn worried more than 
once of late. She knew nothing either of monetary 
troubles or of |)ersonal cares that could have 
seriously upset him. She ma<le tt clear that to the 
best of her belief slic and Pliil, wlio had been married 
only two years, were wrapped up in each other, 
and in their only dtild. now aged just under a year. 
Wilson sent her back to her Ixiy. cheering her witJi 
the hope that there was really nothing wrong, and 
that her husband might return at any moment. 
But he bad serious doubts. When she had gone, 
he sat down again to tiiink tlie case out quietly for 
himself. Had it any connection with the matter of 
which Manshcld had consulted him a fortnight 
before ? It might have, or it might not. Philip 
Manslield, a very clever actor who somehow never 
got the " star " parts and was always praised for 
the [wrfert finish with which he played the secondary 
clmracte.s, had married, two years before, a lady 
with a considerable fortune. With his wife's money 
he had embarked on management, playing the 
leading role in several plays which the puLLc 
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shunned, though both the pla}^ and the acting were 
enthiLsiastically praised by the critics. Mansfield 
had lost money over the ventures, and he had lost 
more than the comparative failure of the plays was 
enough to account for. He had gone into the 
position and had discovcre<J tliat he was being 
systematically cheated. He had called iu aa 
accountant, with wiiosc aid he had marrowed <lown 
the suspicion of Jiiiilt to two men, his manager and 
his producer, cillicr or I'olli of whom might be 
implicated. • Tlic manager's name was Foster ; the 
producer was Ad<il|)hus Fointer, brother of tlic Tom 
Pointer whom he Jiad set out to visit the night 
Ik; lore. • 

Before taking steps against cither of the two, 
or saying anything of his suspicions, Mansfield had 
come to Wilson and a.sked him to take the case in 
hand. Wilson had been actually rcadirig, when 
Mrs. Mansfield was announced, the report of one of 
his subordinates proving that both Foster and. 
Adolphus Pointer were heavily implicated in tl, 
frauds. But. even if either or both had gained v. 1 
inkling of Mansfielirs su^-picions, it seemed rath * 
drastic to go to the length of murdering or kh • 
napping him, besides being in all probability useks... 
And it was even loss likely that a man of Toi 1 
Pointer's standing and reputation should be con¬ 
nected with anything of the sort. Wilson w.'^s 
perplexed but he saw las next steps clearly enougt;. 

*Hc first lunched at Verney's, and established th ^ 
fact that both Tom and Adol])has Pointer had been 
there together from 7 to 8.30 on the previous 

L 
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evening. Proceeding to the loggia Theatre, he 
found from the attendant that Tom Pointer and 
another man, \7ho was probably but not certainly 
his brother, had booked and entered there at 
twenty to nine, about ten minutes before the big 
film ^gan. It was a little unfortunate perhaps 
that, as they had chosen a movie and not a theatre, 
Wilson was unable to And any^ie who had actually 
seen them either sitting inside or .departing. But, 
unless they had been'deliberately faking an alibi, 
they were hardly likely to leave at least until the 
big picture had ended. 

Wilson took no further steps until darkness had 
fallen, when he went up to the cfest of Hampstead 
Heath and took a look at the bouse where the two 
Pointer brothers lived together. It was quite a 
small house in itself, standing just off the Goldcrs 
Green side of the Spaniards' Way, just beyond the 
Golders Green turning. It abutted, however, on 
the grounds of a much larger and older house, from 
which the smaller property bad probably at some 
time been cut off. Before investigating further, 
Wilson crossed the road and traversed the two or 
three hundred yards which divided him from 
Heathwood Road. Almost at its top, looking down 
on the Vale of Health, stood the Mansfields' house. 
Could a man be kidnapped between the two at 
nine o'clock of a spring evening? It was just 
possible, Wilson decided, but so unlikely that every 
other possibility ought to be tried first. Accord¬ 
ingly, he returned to Lawnwood, and, having 
slipped close to the house in the shadow of some 
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bushes and waited till all lights were safely out, 
ho set about ejecting an entrance. This gave him 
singularly little difficulty, the mere forcing of a 
conservatory door with a piece of l)ent wire sufficing 
to let him in. Moving very softly, ana usujg •*n 
electric torch with extreme care, he searched the 
whole of the groundi floor, looking for some trace 
cither of Mansfield's presence the night before or 
the complicity of father brothel in his ^sappoarance, 
but finding n9tliing. He was just about to abandon 
the search when his torch lit up something gleaming 
in the folds of one of a pair of curtains which could 
be drawn so as to separate the entrance hall from 
tlie lounge hall at the back of the house. On 
examination, he found that the gleam came from a 
diamond scarf pin in the curtain. 

For a second or two he remained gazing at it. 
From Mrs. Mansfield's description he was pretty 
certain that it was Mansfield's pin, and that, there¬ 
fore, Mansfield had been in the house the preceding 
evening. But, if so, where was he now ? His 
thoughts had got so far when they were interrupted 
by the sound ot a door Opening above. With great 
rapidity he moved the curtain folds so as to hide 
the pin, and retreated to the garden by the way he 
had entered. There he remained, concealed in the 
bushes, while two or three men appeared and set 
about a search of the ground-floor premises. They 
even'Opened the conservatory door and stood for a 
moment looking into the garden and talking in low 
tones, but to Wilson's great relief they returned 
to the house without searching further. Possibly, 
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however^ they had gone to ring up the police, in 
which case hcawould have to be quick. He did not 
want to meet the police at this stage. 

rie considered carefully. Presuming that Mans¬ 
field had been lured to the house either by the 
brothers or by someone using their name, he thought 
it exceedingly unlikely that he was still here. 
Lawnwood was so obviously tbe^ first place to be 
searched on his disappearance.' But then, where 
was he ? First, be might have b<^n killed, or 
merely be held in captivity, llien, dead or alive, 
he might have either been hidden in the vicinity or 
taken away, probably by car^ to some distance. 
For traces either of burial or transport by road one 
would have to search by daylight; there remained 
the possibility of a live man’s being concealed some¬ 
where near by. 

At once Wilson’s mind leapt to the big silent 
bulk of North House next door. He knew about 
North House, from which the Lawnwood grounds 
appeared to have been cut ofi. Named from the 
Lord North who was supposed to have stayed there 
in the eighteenth century, looking down from its 
windows on Chatham in his retirement at Pitt 
House below, it had been owned by Sir Ernest 
Percy-Hotham. the ambassador at Prague, but 
since his death had been untenanted. unless by 
caretakers. If empty now, it would provide a 
splendid temporary repository for unwanted actur- 
managers. 

WiUon moved to the boundary wall Which 

w 

separated the grounds of the two houses and began 
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.searching. For some time he got no result, the 
path which ran alongside the wall being too hard 
to show traces. After a little while, however, he 
came to a spot where his torch <ihowed him that 
the ivy which covered the coping had been drag5<*(l 
down and tom. He moved a little farther along 
and climbed the wall. On the far side were the 
remnants of a floj^pr bed, scarred with frcslily-made 
footprints, of yhicn some, certainly, were unusually 
deep. 5 omtf*peoplc, at all events, had crossed the 
wall at that p(Ani within the last day or so. and 
one at least of that number had been carrying a 
heavyweight. ^ 

Very softly Wilson made his way to the dark, 
silent bulk of North House. At the farther end a 
couple of lighted windows suggested caretakers still 
about. Wilson waited until the light disappeared, 
and then set about his second burglary of the 
evening. It was not nearly so easy as the first, ’ 
but at length, having climbed on the flat roof of a 
projecting billiard room, he succeeded in forcing a 
window. Knowing how hard it is to move sound¬ 
lessly on bare boards, he muffled his feet with wraps 
be had brought with him and began creeping 
through the long rooms. Nothing but shuttered 
emptiness greeted him. till at length he reached a 
green baize door which looked as if it gave on to 
caretakers* premises. These, he thought, were best 
observed from the outside, and accordingly he 
descended to tire ground floor, pausing by an 
unshuttered window and wondering whether he 
should get out that way. 
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As he stood, he was amazed to see a light, 
obviously from* the house, shine suddenly on to the 
grass, while at the same time the faint sounds of 
feet and vchccs were audible through the window. 
It appeared that the source of both light and sounds 
' was round the angle of the house, and so great was 
his desire to Icam what was going on that he took 
the risk of opening the window—fortunately it 
opened quietly—and slipping out* Glueing himself 
to the wall, he crept along till he could see a man 
standing in a lighted square of lawn and looking 
up at the house. 

“ Come down,'* said the man in what sounded like 
an exasperated whisper. 

A minute later a door was unbarred. 

What’s up ? " said an educated voice, which 
certainly belonged to no ordinary caretaker. 

" Dolly's got the wind up," said the first man. 
" Someone's broken into Lawnwood, and nothing's 
been taken. Dolly thinks it’s the police searching 
on the quiet, so I've pretended to go off and tell the 
station, and you're to get him away at once in 
the car and drop him somewhere well out in the 
country. It won't matter if he's found to-morrow. 
Drive out anjnvhere, about fifty miles, and dump 
him where you won't be noticed, see ? " 

" I don't think," said the voice. " Why can’t 
Dolly do Ills own dirty work ? Catch me driving 
fifty miles with that in the car. Not mo ! " * 

" Oh, if you prefer to have the police find you 
here with him, I've no more to say." 

I tell you, Foster/' the man grumbled, " I don't 
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like it. IVe half a mind to clear out and leave 
lum.'* , 

** Don't be a fool/* said Foster. ** V/Iiat's the 
use of leaving a job half done ? " 

" Damn it all, can't you chme too ? " said the 
other. It isn't a one-man job." 

"Can't/* said Foster. " He knows me. Is iu 
safe now ? " 

" Quite. Ticd*llim up mysdlf." 

" He doesiv't know where he is ? " 

" Not on your life. I told him he's in Yorbihirc." 
lie sang to a |x>pular tune, with a remarkably good 
voice, ** Wlicre ignorance is bliss, 'iis (oily to 
Wise. 

" Shut up, man," said Foster hurriedly. 

" Lead on, Macduff,*' said the otiier. 

" Well, give him another of his pills. We doii't 
want him singing out in the car. Then I'll help you 
carry liim down. Be quick, man." 

Wilson heard the first man retire into the hoase, 
while Foster waited for him on the Law^i. Soon a 
voice called from the window. 

" All serene," it &iid/ " Come and help me down 
with him." 

V/ilson remained crouching against the wall, 
until he heard the sound of heavy footsteps coming 
downstairs and out of the door. Then he crept to 
the comer .and, peeping round, saw two men, 
carrying a stretcher, cross the lawn in the direction 
of the drive. He followed as close as he dared. 
After a little while Foster stopped. 

" Don't think we’U risk carrying him out to the 
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road/' he said. " I'll bring the car up.” He 
lowered his egd of the stretcher. 

“ Well, buck up,” said the other. ” I'm getting 
fed up with this game.” 

Foster went off among the trees, leaving the other 
man pacing uneasily to and fro by the stretcher. 
Id half a minute Wilson, with revolver cocked, 
stepped out of his bush. 

” Hullo ! ” the oth6r gasped. *■* What's this ? ” 

” S«s«$h! ” said Wilson, allowing'the muzzle of 
his gun to show for a second. ” Don't make a 
sound, if you value your Ufc.” Keeping the man 
covered, he stepped up to the stretcher, and saw 
PhUip Mansfield's white, unconscious face lying in it. 

“What in hell's this?” the captor muttered. 
“ Are you the cops ? ” 

“ Never you mind,” Wilson said. ” The point 
for you to take in is tliat the game's up. I know all 
about this hanky-panky, and i'm taking Mansfield 
back with me now. And if you value your skin 
you're going to help me.” The man was staring at 
him in goggle-eyed surprise. “ What you have to 
do is this. When Foster c6mcs back you're not to 
say a word about this to him, but get Mansfield and 
yourself into the car. Bui you're to make some 
excuse for getting Foster's back turned while 1 get 
in as well. Then you'll drive where I tell you. 
I'm a good shot, by the way, and I shall be covering 
you. But if you do what 1 tell you, there's a 
chance of your own part in this afiair getting looked 
at lightly.” The man said nothing. “ Quick/' 
said Wilson. ” Make up your mind.” 
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If you are a cop-said the man. " Will you 

swear it's O.K. ? " • 

"Of course," said Wilson in slight perplexity, 

Tlie man shrugged his shoulders. 

"Oh, very weU. You've got 'em on me, com¬ 
rade." There was a note almost of relief in his 
voice, Wilson thought, as he himself rctrcntc<l rapidly 
to his bush. T)ie car came up, and Foster helped 
his companiop lift the stretcher into it. 

" You knsw your job now," he said. " He's not 
to turn up before to-morrow evening. Drive him 
well out and leave him. If you like to give him a 
tap on the head b^ore you say good-bye it won't do 
any harm." 

" I know my job, thanks," the other returned. 
"But I wish you'd go up to the house and lock up. 
I've left the light on, and I think it's visible from 
the road." 

" You are a careless idiot," grumbled the oth?^ 
But he went back to the lawn, and Wilson came out 
of his bush. 

"Hampstead Gcncrjl Hospital." he said to the* 
driver, " as quick as you can. Rosslyn Hill, on the 
left. I'm getting in behind. But 1 shall be cover¬ 
ing you still, so mind you run straight. Lights 
on." 

" Right, guv'nor," said the man; and the car 
shot forward. With his unoccupied hand Wilson 
cut* his client's bonds, and did what he could to 
m^ke him comfortable. He was still completely 
unconscious. In a few minutes they stopped 
outside the hospital. 
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** The doctor in charge, at once/' Wikon said. 
"It's urgent."" In a minute he was helping a 
hospital orderly to carry Philip M«'insficld in at the 
door. Then he turned back to the driver. But 
that worthy had no desire to see any more of him. 
He had kept his engine running, and the instant 
Mansfield's body was safely out of the car he 
put her into gear and drove off as f^st as he could go. 
Wilson gave a shout after him, and then, seeing it 
was useless, made for the telephone, it took 
him a full minute to get the Rosslyn Hill police 
station, and another minute to explain that he 
wanted XP 7056 stopped at on^e. He had little 
hope that it would be stopped before the driver 
abandoned it. But he had the numl)er, unless it 
was a false one, and could easily find out whose it 
was. All the same, it was a pity losing the driver 
\ikfi that- A few minutes' talk vnth him would 
probably have cleared up the whole case. And now 
the odds wore that the fellow had gone off to give 
his accomplice full warning. 

Wilson, leaving Mansfield in the hospital's care, 
ran at full speed to the police station. Just outside 
he picked up a late taxi returning from depositing 
a fare. Bidding the man wait he da.shcd into the 
station and breathlessly explained his business. 
He had to tell part of his tale in order to get the 
police to move, and then it took full five minutes to 
get the men he wanted ready to start. But at 
last a police sergeant and a constable climbed into 
the taxi with him, and set oS at full speed for the 
Pointeis* house. 
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The front of Law-nwood was all in darkness and 
there was no sign of tlic car. 

'' We shall now see,*' said Wilson, “ whether our 
friend has slipped straight off, or been up here 
first to warn his confederates.*' 

The police sergeant gave a resounding knock at 
the door. ITicre was u brief silence, and then it 
was opened by Tom Pointer himself. 

** Well, that's pretty smart work f '* he exclaimed, 
seeing the^^jnifonns. '* Where's Foster ? " The 
sergeant making no reply, Wilson intervened. 

** Do you mind telling us the number of your 
car ? " he asked. 

" My car ! ** Winter stared. What on earth 
do you want to know about that for ? As a matter 
of fact, it's XP 7056." 

“ Is it in the garage ? " Wilson went on. 

** You're devilish inquisitive," Pointer answered. 
*' No, it isn't. I lent it to a friend for the nigh(t**> 

" What’s your friend's name ? *' 

“ Foster, though what it has to do with-" 

"To Foster?" Wilson turned to the sergeant, 
" That’s the other—m>t the driver." 

" Look here," said Pointer. " If you've got 
something to say. hadn't you better come inside and 
say it, instead of keeping me standing on the door¬ 
step? At present, I don't mind telling you I 
haven't the ghost of an idea what you're driving at." 

•Tliey filed in after him, into the very smoking- 
room which Wilson had burgled about an hour 
before. Tom Pointer splashed out drinks. 

" Now then, what's this about ? " he^ked. 
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It's about Philip Mansfield/* said Wilson. 

“Well, what about him? I haven’t got him 
here. Haven't seen him for some days. Isn't he 
found yet ? " 

“ When did you see him last ? 

“ Three days a^.“ 

“ You wrote him a note last night.*' But thij: 
Tom Pointer strenuously denied. 

“ None the less» KiUip Mansfield was in this 
house last night. Do you deny knov(|pdge of this 
fact ? “ 

“ What rubbish is this ? Of course, he wasn't 
here." 

“ Mr. Pointer, will you come ov 4 t here a moment?" 
Tom Pointer, surprised, followed Wilson across to 
the curtain. Wilson drew tlic folds aside, and 
revealed the scarf pin still sticking in it. “ Then 
how did that get here ? " 

, .,‘*=*oint€r bent down and drew it out. “Good God J " 
he said, " it's Philip's." He seemed thoroughly dis¬ 
composed. " I can't explain it at all," he added, 
" but how did you know it was there ? " 

“ Because.*' said Wilson equably, “ I took the 
liberty of burgling your house earlier in the evening." 

“ l^k here," Pointer answered, " who the devil 
are you ? A policeman ? " 

“ My name is Wilson. I am engaged by Mrs. 
Mansfield to look into her husband's disappearance." 

" Arc you the Wilson ? " 

" I believe I am. And I should like to know how 
you explain the presence of Mr. Mansfield's scarf 
pin in your curtain." 
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" I don't explain it,” said Pointer. ” If Mansfield 
was in my house last night, it was not at my invi¬ 
tation. I was out all the evening.” 

” What time did you return home ? ” 

” About midnight.” At first Tom Pointer had 
seemed disposed to resent this cross-examination; 
but the discovery of the scarf pin had taken all the 
resistance out of him, and sutetituted what might 
have been either more bewiMcrmcnt or the em* 
barrassment /f guilt. Wilson fancied that it was 
the former, but he was not sure. 

Was your brother with you all the evening ? ” 
he asked. 

” Yes. Why? •As a matter of fact, we didn’t 
part till after eleven o'clock—just before I went 
home.” 

” At the Lc^gia cinema ? ” 

*' You seem to know the licU of a lot,” said 
Pointer. ” No, wc went on from there to the, 
Cafe Royal. I left him there. But what s he got 
to do with this ? ” 

*' Have you seen him since ? ” Wilson asked 
” Yes. In fact, he’s*in the house now.” 

” Can we have a few words with him now ? ” 
Pointer, still apparently bewildered, went out to 
fetch his brother. But a minute or two later he 
came back alone, looking more perplexed than ever. 

” lie seems to have gone,” he said, ” and he was 
staying the night. I can't make it out.” ‘ 

Wilson asked whether Foster also had been in 
th^ house. 

” Yes,” said Tom Pointer, "he came with my 
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brother. But he left «>Tne time ago to go to the 
police station. But what in hell is all this about ? " 
Mr. Pointer," said W’ilson, " there is no doubt 
at all that Philip MansHcld was lured to your house 
la^^t night by a note which he believed to be in 
your writing. Here in this room he was kidnapped 
and his captors drugged him and carried him 
away, ih was imprisoned in the big house next 
door, and war this evening driven ‘away from there 
in an unconscious condition, at the i^ders of your 
friend Foster. We should tlicrcforc like to know 
what you have to say about it." 

While Wilson was speaking, an expression of 
increasing consternation ove^sp^ead Tom Pointer's 
countenance. 

'* It can't be true," he said. 

" Unfortunately," said Wilson, " it is quite true. 
And, in the circumstances, the sergeant here will 
.i*.“ve to ask you to hold yourself at the disposal of 
the police." 

" Sorry, sir, but that's right, sir," said the 
hitherto silent representative of the police. 

" But, I assure you, 1 don't know a single thing 
about it," Tom Pointer rejoined. 

" Well, sergeant, wc'vc done all we can here," 
said Wilson, " Perhaps you will kindly take down 
Mr. Pointer's statement and get him to sign it. 
I must be going.'’ With a few words more, he left 
Lawnwood and returned at once to the hospital. 
Mansfield, he found, was still unconscious, and* no 
statement could yet be obtained from liim. A few 
minutes later Wilson was rousing the occupants of 
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The Haven, Heathficld Road. Mrs. Manshcld came 
to an upper window in reply to his knocks. 

It is I—Wilson. All is well. •Will you come 
down as soon as you can ? 

You have found Phil ? ^Is he alive ? 

"Alive, and scarcely hurt," said Wilson, "Come 
down and I'll c.xplain." 

" Thank God/' said Mrs. Mansfield, and a minute 
ov two later she appeared at the front door and 
let Wilson into the house. 

As rapidly as he could, Wilson sketched what had 
happened. He cut short Mrs. Mansfield's fervent 
thunks. " We've not finished yet," he said. "Your 
husband, the doctor teUs me, is in no way seriously 
hurt, but he may remain unconscious for some 
hours, and be too weak to be disturbed when he 
comes to. Now, clearly these men had some special 
reason for wanting him out of the way till to* 
morrow evening—I mean this evening—that, is 
clear from what I heard Foster say. I don't RTOV' 
what their reason was, but unless I do I can’t be 
sure of spoiling their plans." 

"Can't you arrest th^m? Have you told the police?'' 

" 1 went straight to the police from the hospital, 
and they are hunting for Foster and Adolphus 
Pointer. I hope they will get on their track at 
once. But, unless 1 Imow what their plot is, I can't 
be sure that even their arrest will stop it. 1 want 
you to think, Mrs. Mansfield. Is there pny con¬ 
ceivable reason why Foster or Pointer, or anyone 
else, should want your husband out of the way v/1 
midday to-niorrow ? " 
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I don't know, Mr. Wilson. I don’t understand 
at all.” 

” Perhaps/' uaid Wilson, ** it may help you to 
Tomember if I tell you what Mr. Mansfield came to 
consult me about before ho disappeared. He liad 
discovered that he had been defrauded over his 
management of the Megatherium, and with my 
assistance he had narrowed down the search for the 
guilty man to Foster ^r Adolphus Pointer or both. 
The day before yesterday, in answer a letter of 
mine sending him some additional proofs, I got a 
note saying that he must think the whole thing over 
carefully before acting. The same night he vanishes 
from the Pointers' ho\ise. and <weaty-four houn» 
later I find him unconscious in a car brought up 
by Foster under the orders of Adolphus Pointer. 
Dues that help you at all ? " 

Mrs. Mansfield's expression had pirsed through 
evc^ variety of amazement during ihis abrup: 
^ftalement, but she appeared none the wiser. 

" I don't know of anything tliat was to happ- n 
to-morrow. Phil didn't tell me, if there was.” 

Wilson tried a last forlorn chance. 

” Was there nolhiitg at all due to hapi)en to-morrow 
to you or your liusband ? Something even thac 
might be quite unconnected with this ? ” 

•• No, I don't think so.'’ 

” You're certain ? Think as liard as you can.” 

” The only thing I can think of,*' 'said Mrs. 
Mansfield, ” and tliat’s absurd, was that my sister 
left a letter here two days ago which she made me 
promise I wouldn't open till to-morrow evening.” 
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Wilson thought. ‘'Absurd or not, you must 
open it now/* he said. " We can*t run risks.'* 

'* But ought I to, when I promised ? " 

“ Under the circumstances, I think you certainly 
should/’ said Wilson gravely. ^ 

" It seems rather mean/* said Mrs. Mansfield, but 
she went to her bureau and took out a letter. 
As she road it she gave a horriiicd exclamation. 

What is it ? " Wilson asked. 

" My sist^ is going to many Dolly Pointer 
to-morrow—moan, this morning/* she gasped. 
” She wouldn't tell me, she says, because Phil would 
try and stop it. I suppose he would, if what you 
say is true. B^t—what can that have to do 
with-? ** 

*' Has your sister any money ? ’* 

*' Two thousand a year of her own.'* 

** Yes. Well—and your husband might not be 
nuNious to prosecute his brother-in-law for fraud,*' 
Wilson said. '* Well, we can stop that bit, any’TOy*. 
What is your sister’s address ? " 

Mrs. Mansfield gave it. " But—De//y Pointer,** 
she said in a bewildered tone, ** I can hardly believe* 
it. Why, we know him quite well.** 

’* How exactly do wc stand ? ** said Inspector 
niaikic of Scotland Yard when Wilson went to see 
him the next morning. " Of course, it's easy enough 
to^see more or Ics.s what happened, but ho\^ are wc 
placed for getting a conviction ? We’ve got 
Adolphus Pointer and Foster, and we can get Tom 
Pointer if we want him, but we've not got the 
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other man, and we*vc really no idea who he is. 
And, as I see it. Tm doubtful if weVc enough to be 
sure of a conviction. First, you say you think 
Tom Pointer's out of it, but we've got his letter we 
found in Mansfield’s .pocket, and our handwriting 
people say there's no doubt he wrote it. Against 
Foster we've your evidence, but nothing else. 
Mansfield never saw him when he was in captivity. 
And against Adolphus Pointer we’ve really nothing 
beyond your evidence of what Foster s^id about him 
in your hearing, and, of course, the fact that 
Mansfield's temporary disappearance was mighty 
convenient for him. Is it good enough ? That's 
what worries me. Of course, te and Foster will 
both be prosecuted for fraud on the other business 
but I'd rather like to give them a hint that kid 
napping isn't a proper way to get out of comers." 

" We want the other man to talk, in fact," said 
^Wilson. " Well, we'll have to do our best. D’you 
feel like coming with me to the matinee of Tom 
Pointer's play, The Gay Young Things, this after¬ 
noon, Blaikic ? " 

" No, why ? Pretty fair tripe, isn't it ? " 

" Absolutely rotten. I saw it last week. But 
come—with a warrant." 

Blnikic sat up suddenly in his chair. 

" A warrant," he exclaimed. " In whose name, 
please ? You've got something up your sleeve.” 

” Make it out in the name of Henry Rubinstc.in, 
Blaikie." 

” Never heard of him," swd the inspector, ” but 
have it^your own way." 
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Blaikie surveyed his programme with care. No 
one of the name of Rubinstein appeared among the 
actors. He watched Wilson as much as he watched 
the play. He was sure Wilson was waiting for 
something. A young actor, Douglas Gorddfi, with 
a remarkably good voice, was singing the song 
whose refrain all Tendon was humming, 7 Where 
ignorance is bliss, 'tis folly to be wise." 

** Come on, Blaikie," said Wilson, and guided the 
inspector swj/tly behind the scenes. The act was 
just ending. 

" Look at your programme," said Wilson, " Henry 
Rubinstein is the private name of Douglas Gordon. 
The warrant. Blaikie. Quick, before he's off." 

" Henry Rubinstein," said Blaikie, " I arrest you 
for being concerned in the assault upon and the 
abduction of Philip Mansfield. And I warn you-" 

The young actor had started back as the inspector 
began to speak. His eyes fell on Wilson. 

" Oh, it's you, is it ? " he said. " I thought you 
oflcrcd me a getaway. Well, it looks like a clean 
cop." He appeared to take his troubles lightly. 
" But how did you trail me ? " 

" It all came of singing at your work, Mr. Rubin¬ 
stein." Wilson sang softly, " Where ignorance is 
bliss, 'tis folly to be wise." The actor starcrl. 

" Good Lord! Did I sing that tripe last night ? " 

" You did, and I thought your voice familiar at 
thev time. Hut it was not till this momingUhat it 
caTue over me who j'ou mu.st be." 

'*Well, you’ve got me," said Rubinstein. "Con¬ 
gratulations." • 
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Tm glad you take it so well/* Wilson answered, 
'* and as I don't suppose you want a term in gaol, 
you'd better tcH me all a^ut it, and agree to give 
evidence for the Crown." 

" Oh, no,*' said the, young man. ** That would 
be spoiling sport." He glanced at his watch with 
a mischievous look. But he changed his tune when 
Wilson told him of Dolly Pointer’s defalcations, of 
which he had known .nothing, and of his plan to 
many into Mansfield’s family, and so ^ure himself 
against prosecution. He had been t^d only that 
Mansfield was putting unreasonable objections in 
the way of Pointer's maniage, and needed to be kept 
safely out of the way until it was an accomplished 
fact. No violence, he declared, had ever been 
meant, so far as he was concerned. He had only 
undertaken to help in kidnapping Mansfield and 
keeping him safe till the marriage was over. But, 
jl'hrn Mansfield had offered unexpected resistance 
in Tom Pointer's smoking-room, and had been near 
getting away, Foster had hit him over the head 
and knocked him out. Rubinstein said he had pro¬ 
tested, but had not seen how to stop half-way. He 
had helped Foster tie Mansfield up, but somehow he 
must have recovered consciousness enough before 
this was done to stick his tie pin into the curtain as 
a clue for the investigators of his disappearance to 
follow. Thereafter, Foster and Rubinstein had 
Carried^him across to the empty house, *and Rubin¬ 
stein had stayed with him until Foster arrived ^d 
ordered his removal to the car, 

Wilson, as he listened tQ the actor’s story, began 
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to fear that even now he had secured no definite 
evidence of Dolly Pointer's part in the conspiracy, 
beyond tlie fact that he could be ^hown to have 
borrowed the car from his brother. He ask^ from 
whom Rubinstein had received his instructions. 

Why, I thought you knew—from Dolly Pointer, 
of course. He arranged it all.*' • 

"And Tom Pointer/' Wilson asked. " Was he 
in it ? " 

" Not on jv^ur life. Tom’s not that sort. Dolly 
never meant him to Icum unjrthing about 
it/' 

" Then how about the note in his handwriting— 
the one that was i^d to decoy Mansndd to Lawn- 
wood ? *' 

Rubinstein laughed. " Oh, that's simple," he 
said.' " It was a perfectly genuine note which 
Dolly found l5nng ali^ut in a bh)Uer at Lawnwocnl 
and coUured. Tom Pointer had written it 
time and then not sent it. And it came in mighty 
handy . . . But, I say! " he looked up from his 
watch in horror. " lie'll have married the girl by 
now. Foster was to •have been his best man. 
Wliat a mucky thing to do ! " 

" Oh, wc stopped that, for the moment," Wilson 
said. " But we want your help to stop ic for good." 

His help and that of Philip Mansfield wore in 
gic^t evidence when the conspirators were ti^cd for 
kidnapping. Mansfield, as soon as he was well 
enough to speak, fully corroborated Rubinstein's 
evidence and Wilson's connection, even to his having 
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stuck his scarf pin in the curtain as a last desperate 
attempt to leave a clue of his whereabouts. 

Adolphus Pointer, still urnnarried, fought hard, 
on the strength of his alibi, to show that the crime 
had been planned by .Foster without his knowledge. 
Foster, on the other hand, declared that he had 
been opiy a tool in Adolphus Pointer's hands, and 
was able to .prove that Pointer had got the lion's 
share of the stolen Qioney. But, apart from this, 
Rubinstein's evidence was fatal to h\fn. Adolphus 
Pointer is at present reposing in a very safe place. 
Foster, who got a less severe sentence, will be out 
again soon, and Rubinstein was discharged with a 
caution. He at any rate is noMikely to play such 
dangerous games again. Indeed, he has become 
quite a friend of Wilson's, and that influence wiU 
probably keep him steady. Tom Pointer and the 
Mansfields are as fast friends as ever, and Wilson, 
j'hcn he runs into any of them, which happens quite 
often, expresses the wish that all his cases would 
work out as smoothly as the Disappearance of 
Pliilip Mansfield. 



THE ROBBERY AT BOWDEN 

1 

Mr. Henry Wilson, one-time sup<Tintendcnt of 
the C.I.D., and now one of London's most famous 
private detectives. contcmj)Iated the murky street 
with grave disgust before sitting down to bis eggs 
and bacon. It was not a nice morning, nor was a 
small town in the North of England, entirely devoted 
to the mining inefustry, likely to reconcile anyone 
to a cold February drizzle, even in 1924, before the 
black depression of unemplo5’mcnt had overtaken 
the district. Wilson had seldom seen so whoUy 
dismal or so dirty a place. From his window, over 
the roofs of the low houses opposite, was visibl^iLc 
wheel of the nearest shaft belonging to the great 
colliery which practically owned the town and the 
lives of its few thousand inhabitants; the reck of. 
coal dust was in the air; and the very money which 
changed hands in the town was blacker than any 
Wilson had seen elsewhere in England. He returned 
to his breakfast, thinking with relief that, the 
business which had taken him up north being now 
satisfactorily completed, he could say good-bye to 
his niece, Jean Grant, and return with a clear 
conscience to the comparative cleanliness of Tendon. 

Jean Grant, the child of his only sister, was the 
one of all Wilson's small stock of relatives of whom * 
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he was fondest; and if he was inclined to tiunk, as 
doting uncles frequently arc, that his pet had 
married beneatl her. he was honest enough to admit 
that, heyond a certain impression of weakness and 
futility/ there was irothing definite against the 
young man—and Jean, he was sure, had character 
enough -for two. or she w^uld not so long have 
endured life in this dismal Dowden. with no interest 
but her husband, hentwo-ycar old daugliier, and 
the baby that was on the way. Franklin Grant was 
cashier to the Bowden G>llicry Company, a job 
which paid modern My well and looked at present 
as permanent as most; but this did not mean any¬ 
thing like affluence. and Joan tfad to work fairly 
hard to make ends meet on their income. Indeed, 
when Wilson had gone to have supper with them two 
or three nights ago. he had been inclined to fancy, 
in spite of his niece's determined cheerfulness, that 
3s were rather tighter than usual. Frank Grant 
had looked pale and sullen, and there was a wrinkle 
of anxiety between Jean's brows. He had just 
made up his mind that he would go round after 
breakfast and try and find' out exactly what the 
matter was, and if a temporary loan would be of 
service, when there was a Imock at his door, and the 
object of his reflections walked in. This time, at 
any rate, there was no mistake. Jean's usually 
bright, rosy face was pale and lined with worry. 

" Uncle Harry," began, after the merest 
preliminary, " must you really go back to town 
to-day ? " 

" I ought to. IVc some work waiting to be done. 
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But what is it, tny dear ? " said Wilson, putting her 
into the only arm-chair and pouring' her out some 
coffee. ** Wliat is wrong ? " 

" I don't know I " said Jean, with wicji^pcn 
anxious eyes. “ I don't cvcnTcnow for certain that 
anything is. But I (col—I don't know—that sotne- 
thing's going to hap[)en at any moment. Frank's 
ill, (or one thing.*' * 

*' I'm sorry to hear that. Not anytlnng serious, 
I hope ? " 

*' No—0 ,1 don't think so. Only a chill. He went 
out for a long walk last night, and got wet through. 
And this morning he was too ill to gut up. But he*s 
very miserable, poor dear, and more—worried. I 
think, than he ought to be.*' 

“Money?*' Wilson asked. She threw him a 
grateful look. 

“ Yes. partly. We've been spcndijig too much 
lately. It's awfully dilHcult to keep tliin,gs down^’. . 
and then there'vc been doctor's bills. We couldn't 
tliink what to do alx)Ut the new baby—how to pay 
for it. But . . . we've known that a long time—no 
reason for Frank suddenly to go off the deep end. 
He was in a <lrcadfu 1 Iy black mood when he came 
home last night, and this morning ... he was more 
dismal than I've ever seen him. He talked about 
killing himself.*' 

*' Silly goose.** said Wilson, making a mental note 
to give young Grant a good sliake when he saw him 
next. “ But a toucli of 'flu reduces strong men to 
you know. 1 shouldn't worry, if that's all.'* 
“ It isn't all—not quite. When he couldn^'t get 
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up tliis morning I left Diana next door and went to 
find Dr. Durr ant, and to the office to say he wouldn't 
be coming to mrk. And as soon as I got there I 
saw vthat something extraordinary must have 
happened. Everybody was buzzing in and out and 
talking in sort of hisses, and when I said Frank 
couldn*'t come they looked at me very oddly, and 
someone juat whispered ^ I should think not I' 
I don’t know how to explain to you ... it sounds 
ridiculous, but I got quite frightened. I wondered 
if perhaps Frank bad got sacked yesterday, and 
hadn’t dared to tell me, and if that was why he 
seemed so queer. Anyway, 1 felt just as if something 
were going to fall on my head* and I didn't know 
what to do or how to face it—we've hardly any 
friends here, you know. And I wondered ... if 
you could have stayed . , . just another day or 
two. till I know what's really wrong. But, of 
c^cfTSe, if you've got to go back-" 

As she ended her appeal she leaned back in her 
chair, looking so forlorn in spite of herself that 
Wilson had already resolved to let his London 
business slide for a day at least, when there came 
another knock at his door. He went to open it and 
could not wholly repress a movement of surprise. 
For outside sto(^ a largo man in the uniform of a 
sergeant of police. Unfortunately, the armchair 
was placed just opposite the door, and Jean 
Grant saw both his movement and its cause. 
She went white and gripped the arm of the 
chair. 

" Has—has anything happened ? " she asked 
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breathlessly. The sergeant hummed and hawed 
and seemed disposed to postpone disdosure. 

'* Get on, man! ** Wil^n saia impatiently. 
" Whatever you've got to tell, delaying only^slhkcs 
it worse. 

It's Mr. Grant, sir," tlie sergeant got out at last. 
Injured ? *' Wilson asked. • 

No, sir. Arrested." 

" What for ? " Wilson went 6 n, feeling rather than 
seeing that the girl beside him was beyond speech. 

" For—stealing the colliery pay-roll and assault¬ 
ing the manager." 

" W—what I '* ^mething which might have 
been a cackle of laughter broke from Frank Grant's 
wife. " But—how ridiculous! What an idea ! " 
She laughed again. "Wliy, Uncle Harry, I was 
quite—quite frightened at first ... I thought 
something must have happened to Frank. But 
this—stealing the pay-roll . . . it's so silly, iSri't 
it?" 

" Silly or not," said the sergeant, rather up in 
arms. " we've had to arrest him." 

" You don't mean you’ve taken him to the police 
station I But he's ill—he oughtn't to go out! 
And . . . it's absurd! Frank steal and assault 
people! Uncle Harry, tell him they must let him 
go!" 

Steady," said Wilson, who felt that there was 
mudh too much hysteria in the girl's way of taking 
the hews. " Let's hear all about it first. What 
happened, sergeant ? " 

" Well. sir. it's likfi this, pretty well," the ^rgeant 
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began. He appeared to be slightly embarrassed by 
the position in whicb he found himself, and en¬ 
deavoured tor address himself solely to Wilson. 

Tlws^sday night there was an attempted burglary 
at the colliery. Thd burglars, whoever they were, 
didn’t succeed in bloNving tlic safe o|>cn, but damaged 
it so much that it couldn’t be undone yestcrd«iy. 
Mr. Grant fdund it and reported it to Mr. Franks, 
the manager ; and Mr. Franks told him to keep it 
dark for to-day and meanwhile to telephone the 
bank wlhcli sends down the money for .Saturday 
fay-day—they pay on Saturday here, you know—to 
hold it up till &»lurday momin;'.” 

Wliy, is it usually .sent on Friday ? *' 

” Yes, sir. The bank’s at Ilorden—there isn't a 
local branch nearer—and the first train from 
Horden in the morning doesn’t get in till after 
eleven ; so they send it overnight to moke sure they 
it ready for the.men coming off the morning 
sliift. It's lodged in the colliery safe for the night 
—tliat’s why they have such a strong one. But the 
safe being out of action. Mr. Franks wanted the 
bank advised not to send the money down overnight. 
Mr. Grant, however, omitted to do so. and the bank 
messenger accordingly arrived at six o’clock last 
night; and Mr. Franks, hot having anywhere else 
to put the money, dc'ddcd to take it home with him 
to his ^wn house. He put it under his pillow when 
he went to Ixxl; but in the night he was chlbro- 
forme<l and the money stolen.” 

" How much money, do you know ? " 

” Matter of seven thousand pounds, sir. in pound 
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and ten shilling notes/* said the sergeant. ** Very 
easy to dispose of» so it*s important to lay hands on 
tlie man quickly, sir." 

And in your view Mr. Grant is the 

" Inspector Watling has it in hand, sir," was the 
reply. I understand Mr, Grunt was the only 
person who knew about the safe and where the 
money was^^md that be has failed to give an 
account of his whereabouts* last night. The in« 
spcctor asked me to step around and inform the 
lady, seeing she wasn't at home." 

" It's ridiculous I It*s the silliest thing I ever 
heard I" Jean Grant, a spot of rod in each white 
check, proclaimed. " Frank . , . how could any- 
' body be so absurd ? Of course it's a mistake. 
But—they mustn't keep him in the police station; 
he's ill, be ought to be in bed. How can I get him 
out, Uncle ? " 

“ Gently, my dear," Wilson, still with an uneasy 
watdi on her face, admonished her. " We'll sec 
about it directly. I suppose." he said to the 
sergeant, " there'll be no difficulty in seeing Mr. 
Grant ? 1 am this lady's uncle, and, so far as 1 
know, his only near relative." The sergeant seemed 
to think that the authorities would be amenable. 
*' Then you can leave her to me, can't you ? You've 
broken the news; you con see it's a sliock; and 
that she’d .better have a little time to get over it 
quietly. If you or the inspector want anything 
later, I am sure she will do what she can for you. 

But for the present-" With firm persuasiveness 

he got the sergeant out of the room almost* before * 
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that dignitary had realised wlwt was happening, a!id 
turned back to Jean. 

" Oh, isn’t it(a silly idea ? " the latter said again ; 
and 4 c^hwith went off into a peal of laughter so 
near hysterics that Wilson had to devote some 
minutes to quieting her down before he could do 
anything else. 

" And now, my child/* he remarked, when her 
calm was at length restored and she had apologised 
somewhat shamefacedly for her behaviour, " wc*d 
better think this over/* 

I want to see him—please ! " said Jean. " And 
I want you to see him. That is^ if you’ll stay and 
help SU4^ a pair of geese.*' 

" Of course I’ll help,*' said Wilson. " And if Tm 
to help, 1 certainly must see him. But first 1 want 
to find out one or two things, and particularly what 
the evidence is on which they’re holding him." 
'^•wut he didn't do it! " 

” You're certain of that ? " 

" Why, of course . . . Uncle Harry, what do you 
mean ? Why, it's ridiculous, don’t you see ? " 

" Then what was it you thought he might have 
done ? No, Jean, don't be foolish, my dear. I've 
known you some time, and I know that when the 
sergeant said he was arrested you were afraid of 
something. TcU me what it was." 

" You’re very quick," said Jean a little resent¬ 
fully. " But 1 told you. I was afraid he'd b^n 
sacked." 

*' P^ple don't get arrested for being sacked. 
It was the word arrested that frightened you—I saw 
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it. Come, Jean, can't you tmt me ? I can't help 
you or Frank, you know, if you keen things back. 
Was it anything to do with money ?| he asked, as 
the girl sat silent, with wide, frightened eyg ^ An 
almost imperceptible nod. '"What was it r You 
thought he'd done—what did you think he'd done 

" I don't know—I don't know anything," the 
girl said in a whisper. " I was only afraid . . . 
when he came home yesterdhy night, he was so 
queer. And he'd had a row with Mr. Franks; he 
said so. And we'd been getting so hard up, I was 
afraid—that—that *' 

" That perhaps he'd been getting into trouble 
with the books ? " Wilson helped her. She nodded 
gratefully. 

" But it was only thinking. He didn't say a word 
to suggest it, and he hadn't at any time. But you 
know how—silly one can get. I was just imagining 
the worst that coxUd possibly happen. And'^ieh 
when he was out and didn't come in.till so late-" 

" Wliat time did he come in ? " 

" Not till half-past two. And he was dreadfully 
wet and miserable." 

" Where had he been ? " 

" I don't know," Jean said. " For a walk and 
lost himself, he said. We'd been to supper with 
some people a few doors of!—Goodenough, their 
name is. Wc left about ten, but Frank wouldn't 
come in. He said he'd a bad headache and wanted 
to walk it oil. It wasn't raining then, but began 
later. I'hen he didn't come in and I was frightfully 
worried—you know what one gets like Jn the 
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middle of the night. And when he did he was so 
wretched, poor creature, and rather cross with me 
for fussing, sc^I didn't like to bother him about 
whcM^hc'd been." 

" I see," said Wilson, and remained a few seconds 
lost in thought. " Now, Jean, what have you done 
with Diana all this while ?" 

" She's with the Heywoods, next door," Jean said. 
" They're very gcKxl about taking her. Why ? " 

" Because 1 think you'd better get back and have 
a look at her. No, I mean it seriously. If I'm to 
help Frank, it means finding out exactly what 
there is against him, and that means seeing him 
and talking to him. And I think he'll talk more 
happily if you aren't there. You .shall see him, 
of course, but I want to sec him first. Now will 
vou let me ? " 

When Wilson had made up his mind to a thing 
thci^* were few who could resist him. Unwilling 
as she Wiis to wait even half an hour before knowing 
the worst, Jean Grant agreed to go home and look 
after her little daughter, and Wilson made his way 
os rapidly as he could to the ix)lice-station. 


U 

It wjs not only in order to spare Franjclin Grant’s 
feelings that W'ilson had insisted on interviomg 
him alone. He was, as a matter of fact, considerably 
more disquieted than he had allowed to appear; 
:. nd when be had reached tbe'police station and had 
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a talk with Inspector Watling be was not by any 
means relieved. 

For Inspector Watling was quite Certain that he 
had got the thief. “ It's common’enough t»ow- 
Icdge hereabouts/' he said, that Mr. Giants been 
in a hole for money for some time. I daresay his 
good lady doesn’t know, but he spends more than 
a bit on cards and so on, and lately hc's*becn betting, 
in order, I fancy, to try and fAit things right. And 
that, as you know, is a mug's game. I've often 
said to myself that it was taking a pretty big risk 
to have a man in Grant's financud ]Hx>ition in charge 
of the cash, but I always supposed that Mr. Franks 
knew his own busfness best. But 1 think he was 
getting a bit sus|)icious liimsclf—anyway, they bad 
a stand-up row at the office last nigiit. Mr. Franks 
wasn’t well enough, when I went up this morning, 
to tell me much, but I gather he was thinking of 
discharging the young man, if indeed he hadn’t 
actually done so. And of course that would simply 
liave put the lid on it for Grant. 

“ Now as to yesterday. The most iirjxjrtant 
point is that it was only Grant who knew the 
condition the safe was in. The safe's not in the 
ordinary office, it's in an inner room—Mr. Franks's— 
which is not opened in <hc morning until Grant 
goes to take the letters in. When he did so, 
yesterday morning, he (<»und that the pl^e had 
been buiglud, and that though the thieves hadn’t 
got into the safe they had damaged it so much that 
it couldn’t be opened. Grant didn't say anything 
to anybody, but simply locked up the iain^ office 
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again until Mr. Franks came. Mr. Franks then told 
]jim to keep his own counsch and to telephone to 
the bank at H' ^rden telling them to send the money 
down on the Dooming instead of the evening train. 
It’s a 'iot of cash, you sec. The colliery employs 
over two thousand, and they’re paid weekly in silver 
and treasury notes—a lot of very easily disposed-of 
stuff." 

" Did Mr. Franks report the burglary ? " Wilson 
iuterruoted. 

" Not till to-day. There was nothing taken, you 
see. Well, as I was saying. Grant was the only one 
who knew the safe was out of order and couldn’t be 
put right in time—there's no one in the noiglibour- 
hood who could manage a job like that. Well, 
about five o’clock he told Mr. Franks he’d forgotten 
to telephone—too late to stop the money coming 
through—and he and Mr. Franks had a row about 
that^nd some other things. The upshot was that 
Mr. Franks went to meet the bank messenger him¬ 
self, got the money off him, and took it home to his 
house. He went to bed about eleven with the cash 
under his pillow, having nowhere safer to put it. 
In the morning his servant couldn’t wake him for 
some time. When she did, she found him feeling 
very ill, and the money gone. When the doctor 
came, he said he’d been chloroformed. And young 
Grant, on his own statement, was out of Lis house, 
doing nothing in particular, between ten and two- 
thirty on a wet February night. That’s the pst 
of what we've got on him, and it’s my belief he’ll 
find it'^a hard job to answer." 
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I see/' said Wilson. “ Is it your opinion that 
he damaged the safe himself ? " 

“ Oh, no, I don't think he did/' wfis the answer. 

*' I don't think he did anything more than juirp at 
the chance when he got it-^though tha^s bad 
enough in all conscience. I don't think lie has the 
guts to plan out a big scoop. Besides, there was a 
blowpipe and dynamite used on the *safc. You 
can see it if you like "—the inspector was quite 
aware of Wilson's identity and profession. " No, 
whoever monkeyed about with the safe was a pro., 
in my opinion. But he bit off a bit more than he 
could chew—that safe's a triple steeWined affair 
you’d not expect ti find in a place this size^and 
all he did was to fix up a nice job for our Mr. Grant." 

" I see," Wilson said again. " Well, may I see 
him ? I'm more or less representing his wife, who's 
a niece of mine, you know. I'll engage nut to do 
anything improper." ^ 

" Oh, we'll trust you, sir," the inspector chuckled.* 
“ Yuu won’t lind him much to look at, tliougli. 
He's got a bit of a cold, and seems in a miserable 
way altogether. That's' the worst of amateurs, 
they don't know how to take a set-back." 

The "sct-back" must be pretty considerable, 
Wilson reflected, if Franklin Grant were really the 
thief; but he had hardly ex})ccted to find so 
wretched a creature as now lay shivering and 
curled up on the floor of the station cell. The 
" bit of a cold," which looked more like a severe 
cliill,'may have had something to do with itj but 
even a drink out of Wilson's flask and the loan of * 
S.w.ll. * F 
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his great-coat did little to amend the condition of 
the prisoner, who sat huddled up in a corner with 
his head in h^ hands, bemoaning his fate. 

^Now, Frank, that's enough," Wilson said at 
last. "For Jean's'sakc. and your child's, if not 
for your own, you've got to pull yourself together. 
Did you steal this money, or did you not ? " 

" No, I didn't! " Grant said, with a faint flasli of 
spirit. " I don't opcct you to believe me, but 1 
didn't." 

" If anyone's to believe you," Wilson said with 
asperity, " you'll have to make up your mind to 
answer questions like a man, and not snih like a 
baby. I'm anxious to help you, if you arc innocent, 
but I can't help you if you won't help yourself. 
Where were you between ten and two-tliirty last 
night ? " 

“ Walking about." 

‘-Where ? " 

" I don't know. That "—as Wilson im¬ 
patiently shrugged his shoulder^* *-"1 wasn't any¬ 
where in particular. 1 went for a walk up by the 
canal, and 1 turned across the fields by Brook) uncls 
miU and got into the wood up there and got lost. 
It was da^k and I missed my way. I don't know 
where I went. Just wandered alwut." 

" Did you meet anybody ? " 

" Not that I remember. It was too late. 1 hey'J 
aU be in bed." 

*' And why weren't you ? " 

" Oh, i wanted a walk. X was botlicrcd, and felt 
miserable." 
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mat about ? 

Didn't you hear ? I had a row with Franks." 

" What about ? " j 

" Oh, things generally. He wont for me, the Way 
he does, about slackness, etc. • I’m sure I dS twice 
the work he docs! " said Erfinklin in a complaining 
tone. " And I was going to tr>' and ask him for a 
rise, too. No use, of course. It wasn’t fny fault 
the damned telephone was outtof order." 

" I thought you forgot to ring up." 

"Well, I didn't. I couldn't get through. I did 
mean to go roitiul to the post oRice and see about 
it, but it slippi'd my memory. Anyway, they're 
so slack, they woulfln*t have done anything about 
it." 

" Did you think you'd get a rise ? " 

" I didn't think there was any harm in trying. 

» ought to have had one two years ago, but Franks 
believes in keeping us in our places—ask anyfr^ iu 
ihe office. I’ve been four years on Ave quid a week."* 
and what's a chap to do ? " 

" What did a chap do ? " Wilson asked signif!- 
cnntly. At the question the remnant of colour 
Wt Franklin Grant's face, and he stared up at his 
uncle in obvious terror. 

" What do you mean ? Oh, I don’t know. 
Mucked about, and tried to make it up somehow. 
Of course, I've been a damned fool, I know^that. 
Oh, hell, I do feel rotten I I think I've got 'flu." 
He Sunk his head in his bands ngain. 

" Frank." Wilson did not believe that ^mrro 
cxtrav<?ganco, even gambling, could liavc procfuced 
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that expression of terror. Frank, what exactly 
have you been doing ? You'd better tell me, you 
know ; it's bound to come out," he added, seeing a 
expression replace the fright. 

It took a good deal more questioning to drag out 
the truth, which did not surprise Wilson when he 
had at last learnt it. It appeared that the foolish 
young man, as his wife bad half surmised, had taken 
the last desperate rncans of mending his fortune, 
and had " borrowed " from the money committed 
to his charge. This, of course, had involved a 
temporary (or assumed to be temporary) alteration 
of the b(^ks ; and though, unlike most gamblers, 
Franklin Grant had been fortunate enough in his 
last throw to enable him to pay back his theft, he 
had only known this at midday on the Friday, 
not early enough to enable him to restore his books 
to honesty before the dispute with Mr. Franks 
whidrhad culminated in his being ordered off the 
premises. Hence his fear, knowing that with his 
arrest his books would almost certainly be examined, 
and that, even if the defalcations were not con* 
sidcred proof against him of the major crime, he 
would be clearly shown to have committed a felony. 

" You can't say anything to me that I don't 
know," he said gloomily, as he finished the usual 
tale of a weak man's downfall—a meagre salary, an 
operp^ion on his child, doctor's bills hanging round 
his neck, tradesmen unpaid, insurance mortg^ed, 
the prospect of a Uttle easy gain leading to the 
certamty of a heavy loss, and so on. " Nobody 
coula have been more of a miserable, weak*minded 
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idiot. But I swear Td nothing to do with this—I 
never touched the notes, never thought of it. I 
don’t expect—can't expect, I supi^se^ to be believed, 
but on my soul it's true. And if you can ^0 any¬ 
thing to help, Uncle ... to help Jean, I mean . . . 
I swear I didn't do it." 

** ril see what I can do," Wilson promised non¬ 
committally. Indeed, he was not quite certain 
whether to believe the young man or not. " Til 
see about getting a solicitor, and meanwhile I must 
go back to Jean. I shall have to tell her all you've 
told me, you realise ? Right. Then we'll see. 
1 suppose you're absolutely certain you've told me 
everything—not kept anything back. That's fatal, 
you know." 

*' I've told you everything/" his nephew said 
mournfully. " I don't suppose you'll believe it 
though." And on that note they parted. 


HI 

Wilson returned into the inspector's office, where 
he found a large and very angry man marching up 
and down the room and gesticulating. Mr. Franks, 
for so Wilson conjectured "him to be, had probably 
not been improved by his dose of chloroform, but 
he could not have been a pleasant creature &t the 
best of times. He had one of those pale, puffy faces 
to which a hard, thin mouth and an opaque blue 
eye combine to give the maximum of unpleasant¬ 
ness ; his nock hung over his coat-collar, and he was 
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imperfectly washed and shaved. As he surveyed 
him, Wilson felt the first stirrings of sympathy for 
the young man in the cell. Four years under Mr. 
Frahlc^, without a rise, would have tried anybody's 
character—though that was hardly an excuse for 
theft. But at the moment Mr. Franks had the 
floor. ’ 

Here he is at last! he bellowed to the 
inspector. " Now, ^ir. do you know what your 
precious nephew's done ? " 

** Stolen the money from your house, do you 
mean ? Wilson asked with purposely aggras cititig 
calm. He as.surGs me he hasn't." 

'' Assures you he damned ! He can assure himself 
black in the face! I suppose he'll assure you he's 
always kept his books straight next! " 

" No," said Wilson, still more calmly, " He has 
just confessed to me that be lias been tampering 

" The impudent scoinulrcl! " shouted Mr. Franks. 
" By the way," said Wilson to the inspector, 
" were you thinking of getting a doctor to him ? 
I think he's ill, you know, and the atmosphere of 
your cell in February isn't likely to cure him. And 
what about bail ? If you'll aca pt it, I will willingly 
go bail to any reasonable amount." 

" You'll do nothing of the sort, Watling I" 
Mr. J^'ranks snorted. " I shjJl object strongly. 
Lotting him out to run off with his swag ! " * 

The Inspector looked unhappy. " I'm afraid I 
can't»consent to bail, for the present, anyway, 
Mr. Wilson," he said. "You see, unfortunately. 
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the stuff's so easy to dispose of, being all in treasury 
notes, of which the bank doesn't kc^p the numbers. 
We daren't give a chance of disposing of them. 
And Mr. Franks, who signed the wrSranl, natufally 
objects. But rU certainly get ih a doctor an^cc v?Rat 
he says. And if he's ill, we’ll see what can be done.'* 
Oh, so Mr. Franks is a magistrate, iS he ? " 
said Wilson, surveying that angry pillhr of the law. 
" Well, pc'fhaps Mr, Franks Wouldn't mind telling 
me exactly on what information he made hts 
warrant out ? " 

"Why," Franks spluttered, "the man climbed 
in at my window,^chloroformed me, and made off 
with the cash ! Isn't that good enough for you ? " 
" But if you were chloroformed," Wilson said 
mildly, " you presumably didn't see him do all 
this. What makes you think he did ? " 

" Look here, are you mad ? The money's gone, 
someone's climbed in over the portico, (jratfT© been 
monkeying around with the books, and he's tEc 
only one who knew the money wasn't in the safe. 
Wlkat more do you want ? " 

" Are there marks on the portico ? '* 

" Yes I " 

" Will you show me ihom ? And can you toll me 
jijst what you did witlf the money when you 
roceivrjd it from the messenger ? " 

" No, I von't! " Franks roared. " I'm^ busy 
man and I've wasted enough time this morning 
already ! If what 1 know isn't enough for a con¬ 
viction, all I can say is that the coiuts must be 
mighty funny places." 
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" Oh, Fve no doubt you can get a conviction/* 
Wilson said» if that*s ail you want. But. you see. 
the young man-happens to be my nephew, and I'm 
rafhW anxious he shouldn't be convicted if he’s not 
guilty. 1 don't knowhow you feel about it, of course, 
but 1 should very much appreciate your co-operation/* 

There'was a few seconds* conflict of wills, at the 
end of which* Wilson, as usual, had his way. Mr. 
Franks agreed to tcll^l he knew, which, however, 
did not turn out to be much. He had met the 
bank*s emissary on the 6.15 train, and had taken 
from him the money in a suitcase. Then he had 
gone to his club and dined, lea>7ng the suitcase in 
the cloakroom. After dinner he had played bridge 
and walked home with a friend, arriving about 
10.30 with the suitcase. He had gone to bed nt 
eleven, locking the silver from the suitcase in hi< 
wardrobe, and putting the notes, about whose 
safety he was more anxious, under his pillow. He 
had gone to sleep almost directly, and had not 
wakened until half-past eight, feeling very sick and 
sorry for himself. When he, regained consciousness, 
the first thing he noticed was that notes and silver 
were both gone; and the doctor, who had been 
hastily sent for. attributed his condition to a strong 
dose of chloroform. Immediately, then, he had 
sent for the police, and issued a warrant against 
Franklin Grant; and when he got to his office, 
had at once set to and examined the books, in 
which he found undeniable evidence of falsification. 
Armed with this fresh evidence, he had gone to the 
^lice station, where Wilson had found him. 
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Thank you/' said Wilson, when he had finished. 

And when you met the messet^r. was there 
anyone about ? Anyone who could have seen the 
suitcase change hands ? '* 

Franks stared. I don't know. I sup^sc tffere 
was. llterc are generally half a dozen coming ofi 
that train. Grant wasn't there, if that's what you 
mean. But he didn't need to be. *rd told him 
what I meant to do*^morc tool me." 

" And you weren't followed homo from your 
club as fax* as you know ? " 

'* No. I tell you, he knows my house as well as 
I know it myself." 

‘ Thank you. *But / don't know your house. 
May I sec it—the way the thief is assumed to hare 
got in. I mean ? I won't disturb anything." 

Mr. Franks obviously did not like this request, 
but eventually he gave a reluctant consent, and 
turned to leave the station. 

" By the way," Wilson remarked as he was goiS^, 
" isn't £5 a week rather a small salary to work for 
during four years, without a rise ? Isn't it mtber 
a temptation ? " 

Mr. Franks's face went yellow with anger. " I pay 
my staff what it's worth," he said. " And I don’t 
care for interference froth outsiders I I’ll sec you 
later. Watling." And he was gone. 

" What's Mr. Franks’s financial staiyiing ? " 
Wilson asked casually, before he went. 

“ Oh, all right. I think." The inspector looked 
up sharply. " Why-^you're not hinting, <ire you> 
that ho-" 
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“ Oh, I don’t know. But, you see, you’re 
obviously not correct in saying that only my nephew 
knew that the money wasn’t in the safe. Mr. 
Frahks knew, for one." 

^ I see. But I think you're wrong there, Mr, 
Wilson, if you'll ( xcuse my saying so. Mr. Franks 
is a hard man, everyone knows, and keeps his people 
in their placed. But I’ve never heard a word against 
lus character." •• 

" I see. Well, of course you’re in a better 
position to know. By llto way, I meant to ask 
you—what's my nephew supposed to have done 
with the money ? 1 supjx>se yy>u’vc scarclicd liis 
house ? " • 

"Yes. It's not there. Must be hidden some¬ 
where/' the inspector said. "I suppose you 
couldn't persuade Ihm to tell us where. It’d make 

it a bit better-'* He stopped short, realising 

the ijlipiications. 

Wilson laugiicd. " Don’t take all your views 
from Ur. Franks, Walluig," he said as he walked 
out. 


The manager's hou.se was a perfectly ordinary 
stucco-fronted building with a small pillared portico 
and windows cither side. The constable who was 
on du^ keeping off sightseers informed Wilson 
that the window to the right on the first floor was 
that of the burgled bedroom. " He wont up’ the 
portico <with a rope, sir, and swung himself in. 
You can see the marks on the pillar." 
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Yes/* said Wilson, looking at them. That's 
'a rope certainly. He must be an agile fellow. 
And here's what looks like his footprint. I fancy 
he mis-stepped, coming down with liis weight, and 
got on this muddy patch of gravel." m ^ 

" I don't know as anylxKly's seen that, sir/* 
said the policeman, looking with interest at the clear 
mark of a tennis shoe on the side of tlic path where 
the gravel had worn thin. "^Cute of him to wear 
rubber $oU*s.** 

'* Quite," Wilson dryly agreed, taking out his 
notebook and beginning to draw a facsimile of the 
print. " I should take care that isn't disturbed, if 
1 were you. It wTis made after the rain, I sec. 
What time did the rain stop fost night ? " 

“ Two o’clock, alx)ut, sir/' said the constable. 

" Then th«at doesn’t tell us an}rthing. May J go 
up to the bedroom ? " 

The constable, having .summoned anoth^'r to 
keep watch, wont up with liim, and they examin?^^ 
the bedroom together. 

'* No marks of the rope on the window sill," said 
Wilson. " He must haVe swung hinistdf in. But 
it's a pretty good stretch." He leaned out. " I 
doubt whether I could climb in from that portico. 
Could you ? " • 

" I could not, sir," said the constable with 
emphasis. He wa.s a good three inches shorty than 
Wilson and hot built for climbing. * 

“*rm just six feet. It’s odd, rather," Wilson 
said: " Nevertheless, he did climb in, for his 
rubber sole on the window ledge. Look, tliat muddy 
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mark. You can only see a bit of it, but it's obviously 
the same pattern. Now, then, what did he do next ?" 

" Chloroformed Mr. Franks, sir," said the con¬ 
stable, i 

''lYei. Ever tried chloroforming anyone, Haw¬ 
kins ? It's not so easy as it sounds, 'fhcy're apt 
to struggle and kick, and you may easily give them 
too much. It wants a cool hand. But lierc's oiir 
man, all the same—standing by the bed, I think. 
There's a muddy mark—^a little one. but it's still 
wet. But this is odd, though." He was feeling the 
carpet with his fingers round the indicated spot. 

" What is. sir ? " 

*' The rest of the carpet's bohe dry." 

-•"But," said the constable, "you said it had 
stopped raining when he came." 

Yes, I did. But . . . wtH, ht's see. He 
dopes Mr. Franks and gets the notes from beneath 
his pi»rw. Did he put them in their own suitcase, 
^)y the way. or bring one of his own ? " 

" One of his own, sir. Mr. Franks's is still here, 
by his bed." 

“ Yes, yes. An agile, provident creature, wasn't 
he ? Now, then, the silver. From the wardrobe. 
But how did he know it was in the wardrobe ? " 

" Perhaps," suggested Ihe constable, " Mr. Franks 
had told him he was going to put it there ? " 

" Perhaps. Or he may have been watched from 
the road. See here. There's only this light over 
the bed "—he switched it on—" but it's unusually 
strong.^ If Mr. Franks had it on while he was 
* making his preparations for bed, all that he was 
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doing could have been quite clearly seen from the 
road or the front path, even if the blind was down. 
Well, it may not be important. Let's look at the 
wardrobe." 

" Looks as if it had been unlocked, sir/#saii^the 
constable. 

" It docs. But it hasn't. It's beer^ forced. 
But the markings arc very faint. That's one of 
the most neatly forced locks yve ever seen—and in 
the dark, too I Of course, it's not really a clifTicult 
lock. Um—m—m.'* He prowled about the room 
for a little while, looking at various objects. 

" Well, 1 think that's all I want to see here. 
I'll get along to Mts. Grant's. Can you tell me, by 
the way, the names of any lodging houses or pub&in ' 
Bowden where a man might put up for a few nights— 
not too Iow*class ?" He took down the names in a 
notebook, and proceeded to the Grants' house, on 
the way going into the post office in ordc^ to send 
off a long telegram in code to his friend and kta 
colleague. Iu.spcctor Blaikie, of New Scotland Yard. 

He found Jean Grant obviously in great anxiety, 
which she was endeavouring pluckily to keep in 
check the while she administered dinner to Diana, 
her small daughter, and tried to invent new reasons 
why daddy had not come home. He repeated to 
her the gist of Franklin's tale, at which her passionate 
pity entirely outweighed her alarm—" Qh, poor 
Frank I Why couldn't he have told me ? '^she said 
again and again. Wilson tried to comfort her, and 
finished by a very guarded hint that, black^as things 
looked at present, there was still hope. « . 
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“There's only one thing I want to know," he 
said. " Had Frank a mackintosh with him last 
night ?" 

*^No ; not d/cn an overcoat. It was quite fine 
and warn when we went out. That's how he 
caught cold, of course—getting so wet." 

" He was very wet, was he ? " 

" Absolutdy drenched, poor boy. He stood m 
the hall dripping pools all over the place. I had to 
wipe it up with cloths this moniii^g." 

“ Tlianks, that's just what I wanted. I'll go up 
to the office now and have a look round there. By 
the way, how tall is Frank ? " 

“Just under five fopt ninc,*'*Jcan said, staring. 
But Wilson ofTcicd no cx])lanation. 


V 

— •‘.\rrivcd at the colliery office, a gloomy place of 
blue-black brick, he found a fine excitement going 
on. Mr. Franks, it is true, was hidden in his inner 
room, and might spring outsat any minute ; but in 
whispers the affair was being fully discussed in all 
its bearings. Wilson stopped to listen to the gossip, 
and discovered that sympathy was very much witii 
Franklin Grant, whom the office generally declared 
to hav^ been badly treated by the manager. As for 
Franks* himself, few had a good word* to say for 
him. A skinflint and a nigger-driver, spiteful and a 
bully, vrere the mildest of epithets applied to him, 
and the office appeared to find considerable pleasure 
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in the fact that he had been the victim of the 
chloroform. 

Wilson next proceeded to beard Franks himself, 
and to ask for a look at the damaged safe. Jhe 
manager did not appear partifularly willing bujhc 
came out of tJie b<x>ks, where he was gloatmgly 
follot^ ing up the trail of his casliicr’s misdemeanours, 
and gave permission. ^ 

Wilson looked round the room. The safe, very 
much battered, but still firrnly closed, lay on its 
side. A blo vpipc bad been used t6 get through the 
first of its steel skins, but the chief damage had been 
(lone by a charge of dynamite which had rippcKl up 
the second skin jnd blocki^l the lock, without, 
however, penetrating the saft itself. , . 

'* Anything missing ? " he asked. 

'• No." 

" How did the thieves get in ? " 

" Through the window. You can see it*s Ikor 
forced." ^ 

Wilson went to the window and examined tlie 
catch, which had certainly been forced, and very 
neatly forced too. He opciied it and leaned out, and 
suddenly his eye was caught by what looked like a 
footprint in the soft ground just'at the foot of the 
wall and in the slicltcr ot the wide cave. With a 
suppressed exclamation he let himself out of the 
windbw and bent down to examine it. Mr.pranks, 
looking up a minute or two later, .snw to his'surprisc 
that.his tiresome visitor had totally dL'nippcarcd. 

TJic aforesaid visitor, after having his fill 

at the footprint and even gono the length of drawing. 
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it in his notebook, made his way round again to ^he 
outer oihcc, where he busied himself trying to and 
out whether anyone within the last week or so had 
see;J^ any loiterers in the neighbourhood. For some 
time Hebrew a blank, until one clerk, who seemed 
more observant than the rest, at last recollected 
having been accosted by a tall man about ten days 
previouAy, w}io had asked him if there wss a chance 
of getting work at the colliery. Three cf foiu* days 
later, he now remembered, he had seen the same man 
hanging about the ofTtce, and had then warned him 
oR the premises. lie had not seen him again. 

" Tall, you say/' Wilson said. ** Do you know 
how tall ? " 

About your size,” fhe clerk said, measuring him 
with an eye. ” Or maybe an inch or so taller.” 

” Anything more about him you remember.” 

The clerk tried hard, and evcntoally produced 
some sort of a description. The man, he said, was 
.j^lim and loose-Iimhed, about thirty-five, clean¬ 
shaven, with rather rough fair hair lowing under 
his cap, a long nose and wide mouth, and gray eyes 
with a cast in the left one. At the last item Wilson, 
who had been writing in his notebook, looked up 
with interest. 

” You're sure of that ?♦” he said. ” In the left 
eye ? ” The clerk was sure, and added that it was 
a fairly pronounced cast; nobody could have 
missed h. 

"Thank you,” said Wilson, who appeared.un- 
commoi^y pleased at the De^^'s, though all he did 
fqr the moment was to continue writing in his 
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notebook. After a little, however, he put it away, 
and started on a round of the addresses given him 
by Comtablc Hawkins, at the end of which, looking 
more pleased than ever, he treated himself to a hq^ty 
lunch, and then made his way (o the ^icc . 

** There's a code telegram for you here. 1^1 n- 
specter Walling said as he entered. 

" Thanks," said Wilson, tearing jt open and 
glancing rapidly at the cx>ntents. A smile appeared 
on his face. 

" Any news ? " 

For answer Wilson drew a paper from his pocket, 
added a few notes toil, and laid it on the inspector's 
desk. 

" ' Alfred Todd,* ** the latter read in a perplexed 
tone, " ' height six foot one, gray eyes, with strong 
cast in left . . . * ** He waded tlirough a complete 
list of Alfred Todd's peculiarities. " * Last seen at 
George and Dragon Inn, Bowden, at 10 a.m. on 
Friday morning, February 15th.*—what’s all ttis, 
about ? " 

*' Only I should set your people after him quickly, 
if I were you," said Wilson calmly. *' He's got 
your seven thousand pounds.** 

**Wliat!** The inspector nearly jumped from 
his scat. " But how on earth — ■ ? " 

" He gurgled the office on Thursday night," said 
Wilson, " and put the safe out of action. Jhen he 
probably followed Mr. Franks home on Friday— 
onyway he climbed in, stole the cash, and made off. 
If you inquire, I think you’ll find h.e also Ijimpcrcd 
>vith the office telephone." . . 
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" Tut, man alive/' cried the inspector, " how do 
you know all this ? And how on earth hat^e you 
f,ot his d< seviption so pat ? ** 

*^Oh, I remembcrc<i most of it/' said Wilson. 
“ Tj^e r^t is here." Jle patted Blaikie’s telegram. 
" I'd an idea it might have been him, aid if Mr. 
Franks had been a little quicker in reporting 
burglaries we jiccd not have had any trouble. As it 
is, Tm afraid a good few notes of his may have 
disappeared by the tinie we lay hands on Mr. Todd." 

VI 

"Wl^at boats me." the insportor said, two or 
three days later, when Alfred Todd, cracksman and 
safe-breaker, had been successfully caught and 
lodgi^ in Horden Jail, " is how you tumbled to it 
so quick that it wasn't Grant." 

. “Well, of course," WUson admitted, "it might 
Jiaye been. But when I first heard the story, the 
chloroforming part seemed to me ju.st a little bit 
too cool and elaborate for a young hand on his 
first job—particularly at moment’s notice, for 
you were all agreed he couhln’t have had anything 
to do with the shfc-cracking. That put another 
idea into my head. ^ 

" You were all making a great <leal of .Grant’s 
being the only man who knew the safe was out of 
order. As I pointed out to you at the* time, that 
wasn't true. Franks certainly knew, and *if 
Grant hadn't done the damage, there was someone 
else who knew—tlie burglar himself. It occurred 
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to me that perhaps the burglar, having failed to 
open the safe, had decided to smash it up so that 
it couldn't be used, lioping that the money would 
be lodged somewhere less secure. jWhen 1 locked 
at it later, I saw that this was ^haj^ad 

happened. There hadn't been any real attenpt to 
open the tlung, only a dcHborate and very^cunning 
putting of it out of action. • 

Well, if my assumed burgjar had also stolen the 
money, he obviously must have trailed Franks to 
find out what he did with it. I tried to hnd out if 
Franks had noticed anyone hanging about when he 
received it or took it home, but I drew blank. 
So I went off to Ifis house, ^to look for traces of a 
swell cracksman. I'd already thought of Todd, 
because, as any C.I.D. man will tell you, he's one 
of the very few burglars who habitually use chloro¬ 
form. And I knew he was at large. 

'* Franks's house told me sevenil things First, 
that both the climbing in and the forcing of 4 he < 
wardrobe lock had been done by a first-class hand— 
not by an amateur. Secondly, the step from the 
l>ortico to the windotv Sill was almost too much for 
me—and I'm a good three inches taller than Grant. 

I didn't lay much stress on that, because people can 
do strange tilings when they're desperate; but I 
also found a footprint of a rubber sole just by thr 
I>ortico and on the sill, which told me that the 
visitor had arrived after the rain. He had not 
been out in the rain, at least not for long, for though 
th^re was mud in the room from his shoes, ^cre was 
not a trace of water having dripped from 



174 SUPERINTENDENT WILSON’S HOLIDAY 

Now tho rain was hard and heavy ; Franklin Grant 
was out in all of it, without a coat, and came home 
absolutely dripping. It could not have been he 
who entered t^at bedroom at two in the morning 
or l^ter^ It wrr.^ my pro. again. 

” So I wired some inquiries about Todd's de¬ 
scription and present whereabouts to the Yard, 
and went oiLto the office to sec if I could pick up 
any more hints. There I was lucky. Not only 
did I find what looked very much like traces of 
Todd's work with a blowpipe, I also found half the 
same footprint in some soft ground which the eaves 
had sheltered from the rain, and, best of all, a clerk 
who remembered a man with Tddd's squint hanging 
about in the ncighboi&hood some time previously. 
Well, if he’d been in the neighbourhood it was pretty 
likely he'd stayed there, so I hunted the available 
places till I found his trail at the George and Dragon, 
which he’d left, ostensibly on the Friday morning. 

* Yi'ur fdlows' organisation did the rest." 

** It wouldn't have had much to do, though, if 
you hadn't come in first," the inspector said with a 
sigh, recollecting the somewhat uncomplimentary 
terms in wluch Mr. Todd, on capture, had expressed 

his view that if that -of a nark hadn't been 

hanging about those poor%-s at the station would 

never have caught him. " But you'll ^dmit it 
looked ^a bit suspicious against your ncphdw ? " 

" Oh,** certainly," Wilson assured him heartily. 
" The young fool was exceedingly lucky not to have 
got a stfetch in prison, and so I've told him. As a 
matter of fact, it may turn out for the best, after 
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all. He's had fright enough to last him a lifetime, 
and now that that man from Horden who was so 
S3nnpathctic with his position has offered him a job, 
1 see no reason why he shouldn't keep straight.*' 

" All's well that ends wcU, in 4 act,**^aij^ the 
inspector, " except for the company. The^^on't 
see the money again that Todd managed tp get rid 
of before he was caught.’* • 

" I'm not shedding any tcap> over the company/* 
Wilson told him. " An organisation that emplo3rs 
Mr. Franks, and gives him carU blanclte to sweat his 
clerks as much as he likes, should be able to look 
after itself—without any lielp from me/* 
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MArmrw Kt^^GDON, FHlow of St. Philip's College, 
Oxford, was quite unable to settle down to prepare 
liis paper for the Philosophical Society. " Do 
Relations Relate ? " was a fascinating subject, and 
he had promised* himself good .sport in answering 
the question, and incidentally discomfiting his 
great rival. Dr. Mugsley of St. Jude's, But, try as 
he would, he could not settle down to think or 
write. His ideas were"a meaningless jumble, and 
into them constantly intruded a thought nuite alien 
to philosophical contemplation. He could not keep 
ln$ mind oF the murder. 

. And no wonder! For such an experience as 
JKiOgdon^s does not often come the way of a cloistered 
university don. Maurice Austin, the most popular 
undergraduate in the college, and perhaps in the 
whole university, had been‘murdered, and one of 
lus fellow students had been arrested and charged 
with the crime. Moreover, both the young men 
were Kingdon's pupils, arvd it had fallen to his lot 
lx)th to discover the body and to provide an im- 
I’KDrtant link in the chain of evidence agaihsf the 
man suspected of murder. No wonder Kingdon felt 
i;i a most unphilosophical mood, the more distressing 
Ixicause hh^ paper must positively reach the printers 
.on the following day. 

176 
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It had happened in this wise. Two days before, 
Kingdon had walked over to dine and spend the 
night with his friend, Lawrence of Trinity, who lived 
out at Old Marston, a village a couple of initbs 
outside Oxford. On the following morningi^hj^wo 
men had walked into Oxford together, to IccfSfc in 
their respective colleges. They had started early 
and made a long detour along the banie of the Cher- 
well, the little stream which flows down past Marston 
Ferry to Oxford. They were talkiiig hard about the 
argument Kingdon intended to put forward in his 
paper. About half a mile from the ferry, Kingdon 
noticed a punt whi^ch had run aground on a pro¬ 
jecting tree. No pole was ta be seen, but a paddle 
lay in the bottom. What drew Kingdon's attention 
was a suit of clothes lying in the boat, with a blazer 
on top bearing the arms of Ids own college. '* One 
of our men taking an early bathe, 1 supi>ose," he 
remarked, pointing out the blazer to Lawrence. 
Funny there's no sign of him." * 

Tliey looked up and down the stream, but there 
was no sign of the bather. I hope there’s notliing 
wrong/* said Kingdon. 

" Perhaps you can And out who it is," Lawrence 
suggested. " Have a look at tlie clothes." 

Kingdon climbed into tik* boat and lifted up the 
blazer. ** It's Maurice Austin," he said. 

" The Blue ? " asked Lawrence. ^ 

" Yes, and my best pupil—bar one," said Kingdon. 
" the only better man Tve got is his friend, Laj 
Russell, the man who's half Indian." * 

" It looks as if the boat has drifted down here;" 
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Lawrence said. ** Your man may be farther up¬ 
stream, shivering for his clothes. But it's odd we 
didn't see him. Anyway we'd better have another 
look." . 

Now\ seriously worried, the two pliilasophers 
humid upstream and downstream, but found 
nothing At length they made their way back to 
the Ferry ta summon help. Leaving the men from 
the Ferry to continue the search, they hurried on 
towards Oxford to fetch others and find out whether 
Austin was missing. Suddenly, they both caught 
sight of a white object wasliing about, tangled in 
some bushes by the edge of the stream. " What's 
that ? " they exclaimpd at thc*samc moment. 

It was young Austin's body. Both men at once 
recognised the upturned face of the young athlete 
and marked the staring eyes and the open mouth. 
The fair hair was draggled witli mud and leaves, and 
the face was swollen and puq>le. " I never knew 
drowned men looked like that," said Lawrence. 

Between them the two men dragged Austin's body 
up the bank. Then Lawrence ran back to summon 
the men from the Ferry, who were still searching 
where the boat h^d been found. Soon a little group 
gathered round. Lawrence went back to Marston 
to telephone to the polic<f and the college authorities, 
while Kingdon stayed with the body. 

When the police arrived, accompanied by a 
doctor, matters were taken out of Kingdon's hands. 
Dr. Martin proclaimed, after a brief examination of 
the body, that this was no case of drowning. The 
victim had been strangled by means of a hne cord 
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drawn tightly round his neck, whose marks were 
still plainly visible. The tragedy, then, was no mere 
boating accident, but a palpable and cold-blooded 
murder. 

Kingdon led the police back to Cohere ilie^oat 
lay, and the sergeant at once began to gather ^jTthe 
dead man’s clothes. Beneath lay somethmg that 
shone. " Hullo, what’s this ? '* he .said, holding up 
a small gold charm. He haaded it to Kingdon. 

IjDoks like the sort of thing a mao would wear on 
his watch chain. May be a valuable clue." 

" Oh, \ know this charm," said Kingdon. " It 
belongs to a man exiled Russell—a great friend of 
poor Austin’s. He always wtars it on his chain, as 
you suggest." 

" H’m I " said the sergeant; and Kingdon felt a 
chill sensation as he realised the suspicion in the 
tone. He handed back the charm, and the 
sergeant carefully wrapped it up and put it away. ‘ 
" I shall want to know a bit more about tRis 
Russell," he said. 

" He was Austin's closest friend," said Kingdon. 
But the sergeant replied only with another grunt. 

When the police had finished* their immediate 
search. Kingdon accompanic<l the body back to 
Oxford. From the police station the sergeant went 
with him to the college, where he questinned the 
porter closely about Russell, It appeared *}hat he 
was known to have gone up the river with Austin 
on the previous afternoon and to have returned 
very late at night, alone. The porter said Uiat his 
manner had been strange, and that he had supposed 
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him to be unwell. He had wondered if he was drunk, 
though he had never known him to be in such a 
condition. Asked where Russell was now, he 
reported, after sending for the scout who looked 
aftef. th^. stair, That ke had breakfasted early in his 
roon»*'ind then gone out by himself. The scout, too, 
had thought his manner odd, and was sure something 
bad occurred to upset him. Questioned by the 
sergeant, he produced some further information. 
On going into Russell’s room the previous afternoon 
to clear away lunch he had found Austin with him. 
This was nothing uncommon, as the two were great 
friends. But what was unusual was that they had 
stopped talking sudd<vuly on his entrance and had 
both looked very ^mcom for table, almost as if they 
had been quarrelling. He had never known them 
quarrel be fore. H ad he hoani a ny thi i ig of what they 
were saying ? He had caught only the words I'd 
sooner d'c than let it come out," from young Austin, 
who had appeared to be deeply moved, and Russell's 
answer: " I wish to God I'd never known." Then 
Austin had walked over to the window and stood 
staring out silently until fhc servant had left the 
room. Soon aite^ards, they had gone out together 
to go up the river, so that they could hardly, the 
man suggested, have betn quarrelling seriously. 

The sergeant, having elicited these particulars, 
and sek*on foot a search for Russell, of whom there 
was still no sign, returned to Mafston to resume.his 
inquiries there. He found, as Kingdon learned later, 
that Austin and Russell had been seen together in 
their boat at Marston Ferry.. They had supped on 
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bread and cheese and beer at the inn. and Austin 
had been heard dcclanng his intention of bathing on 
the way }>ack, while liad said tljat the water 

would be too cold. They had left tile inn at about 
nine o'clock, and tlicrcafter Authii^ had^/C^ seen 
of them. 

This was the position when, just before luncli, 
Russell came back to the college, and was told 
by the porter that the poHc«i* had l)ccn inquiring 
after him< He expressed no sniiirisc and askc<l no 
questions, but went straight to his rooms, only to 
find the police sergeant in occui)aUon, busy searciting 
among his clothes |ind p;i])crs. Kingdon hurried to 
his rooms at once on hearing»of his return, and came 
in just as the sergeant was in the midst of a searching 
examination, which made the nature of his suspicions 
abundantly plain. Kingdon could see that his 
pupil was on the verge of collapse. The sergeant 
turned to him. “ I hope, Mr. Kingdon,-you will 
manage to persuade Mr. Russell that, if he is innocent 
in this afiair, his clear duty is to tell us everything 
he knows about it.*' 

'* Of course, if he Imows anything, he will tell 
you," said Kingdon. " VVbat is it you want to 
know ? ** 

The sergeant said that fie wanted to know every¬ 
thing, but especially when, and under what circum* 
stances, Russell had parted from young Austin the 
day before. But to Kingdon's intense surprise, 
Russell absolutely ref list'd to ans>ver any questions 
whatever. " Please, Mr. Kingdon,'* he said, '* I'd 
much rather not say anything at all, 01 course I 
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didn't kill Maurice, though I can see the sergeant 
believes I did. But Vm not going to say anything 
about it. I’m sorry ; but that’s definite.” 

^ingdon, taken quite aback, tried to reason with 
the youi)g man>but was unable to move him. He 
urg^'.that silence would inevitably bring suspicion 
upon him, told Russell that he believed in his 
innocence, and that he need feel no fear if he would 
only tell the truth. « His arguments made no im« 
pression ; Rus$<^l would give no information at all. 
'rhe exasperated sergeant tried bullying, with no 
better result, and at last began to hint at arrest if 
he would not speak. Nothing moved Russell. He 
merely replied that he was very sorry, but he had 
nothing to say. 

Kingdon was fond of his pupil, and sincerely 
worried by his attitude. He could not believe that 
Russell was guilty of murdering his friend ; but ne 
'did not know how to explain his silence. When the 
setveant. after warning the suspect not to attempt 
to go away, had at last departed without carrying 
out his threat to arrest him,^ Kingdon strongly urged 
Russell to employ a lawyer. The answer was a 
polite refusal, and & renewed attempt to win the 
young man's confidence met with no success. 
Kingdon insisted on sending his own lawyer all the 
same ; but when he arrived, Russell merely refused 
to talkr caving that there was nothing to be done, 
and he wanted only to be let alone. 

Next day, the inquest was held on young Austin's 
Ixjdy. Kingdon found the little court crowded; 
for. of course, the case had made a great sensation in 
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the dty. Opinion seemed on the whole to be 
strongly against Russell, though there were some in 
his own college who took an opposite view. Russell 
was a quiet fellow, well liked in his small circfe, 
but not well known even in ^is oafn college, and 
almost unknown outside. On tne othfr^Stnd, 
Maurice Austin had been known and liked by every 
one ; for despite his cricket blue and lys presidency 
of the Union, he put on no '' side/' and enjoyed his 
popularity without trading on*it. 

After the evidence about the finding of the boat 
and the body, in the course of which Kingdon had to 
testify to the finding of Russell's charm beneath the 
<lcad man’s cIothes.^RussclI himself was put into tha» 
witness box. He said that he had gone up the riv^, 
on the day before the body was found, with Austin, 
and had supped with him at •Marston Ferry. A 
liKle below the Ferry he had got out of the boat, 
and gone off by himself for a long walk. He* 
supposed he had dropi)cd the charm before leading 
the boat. Neither he nor Austin had bathed ; but 
he believed Austin intended to do so after his 
departure. They were dose friends and had parted 
on perfectly friendly terms. Asked why he had 
gone off by himself for a long walk, and returned 
late to college, Ritssell said that he often did take 
long walks by himself in the evening, and that several 
friends would be able to confirm this, (^gpfronted 
with the positive evidence that he had cOtnc back 
in'an exhausted condition and had scaned very ill. 
he idmitted that he had felt unwell, but depied that 
anything had occurred to upset him. He had oply 
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overtired himself walking and come over faint. 
Russell’s statement ended with a passionate assertion 
of his innocence, and of his strong affection for the 
fripnd he knew he was suspected of murdering. 
There was a nfy*rmur, of divided sympathies in the 
sat aown. 

This ended the official evidence ; but at this point 
a man rose in the body of the court and said that 
he wished to be heard. He was duly sworn, giving 
his name as Jairtes Mdson, labourer, of New Marston. 
He declared that, on the night of the crime, he bad 
been working in his allotment not far from the place 
where the l^at was discovered. He had seen a 
-7’int, with two men in it, coming down the stream. 
The first man was a nigger,** whom he was pre¬ 
pared positively to identify as the gentleman who 
had }ust given evidence, and his description of 
the other made it clear that it was Maurice Austin. 
They had probably not seen him, as there was a 
hedge between, through which he had looked at the 
boat. A little later, he had gathered up his tools 
and started home. As he passed the boat, there 
was only one man in it—tJie fair one. This man 
was taking off his clothes, in evident preparation for 
a swim. Mason had passed on by the fields on the 
opposite side of the river%to that on which the punt 
was moored. A hundred yards or so farther along, 
he had ^cn a second man, coming towards the boat 
on the cKner side of the stream. And this man. he 
declared, was Lij Russell. Naturally he had sus¬ 
pected po harm, and had gone home without 
Ihinking any more of the incident. Only when he 
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saw in the paper an account of the finding of the' 
body did it occur to him that 'he iiad witnessed 
anything of importance. He had come to court 
prepared to offer his testimony. 

All this is much easier to w/itc c^wn that it was 
to extract from the witness, who was rath^^(«r of 
speech and comprehension. But Mason's s^tory was 
([uite clear, and questioning added oply one fresh 
point. The man he had seen approacliing the boat 
would have been invisible to Xustin, for there was 
a thick clump of bushes in between, and the punt 
was moored just under these—aiwut tliirty yards 
higher upstream than the place where it had been 
found. Mason coUld not positively identify the* 
man he had seen, cither in the boat or later walkp\g 
towards it. But he was certain that it was the 
same man he saw on both occasions, and, if it was 
not Russell, it was someone very like him, and of 
his build and complexion. Russdl, recalled, denied* 
that he had returned to the boat after leaving 
it. 

After a fairly close questioning, which caused 
Mason to seem surer of liis identification, the coroner 
summed up. He was obviously guarded, but 
inclined against KusscU ; and his* jury, after 
some time to dclil>erate, brought in a verdict that 
Maurice Austin had met liis death by murder at the 
hands of Laj Russell, undergraduate, of Philip's 
College. Within a few minutes, the nuwslfbys were 
ci^ng the verdict up and down the streets. Russell 
was arrested at the end of the proceedings, ^ingdon 
got a word with him before his removal to the ccUs ; 
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but his pupil only reasserted his innocence and 
entreated his tutor to believe him. 

In the senior, as well as the junior, common room 
that night, the murder was the sole topic of con¬ 
versation. An^ng the undergraduates there was a 
sm>hi>Ui> influenti^ section who tx^lieved in Russell's 
innocence. Most of the dons took the opposite view, 
and Kingdon, who still firmly believed in his pupil, 
found only one supporter in his common room. That 
was tlic cynical I^icssor of Mathematics, and as 
he was reputed always to side with the minority, 
none were surprised at his attitude. But the two 
received influential support; for the Master of the 
*Kollege, who looked in for a few minutes, proved to 
be strongly on their ^de. Mutual sympathy drew 
the three men together, and they walked away from 
the common room still talking about the case. 

I feel we ought to do something for the pcor 
. fellow," Kingdon; ** about his defence, 1 moan. 
I ''mderstand he has no relative living." The 
Master remained thoughtful for a moment. Then 
he turned to Kingdon. " I believe," he said, " I am 
the only man in college who knows about young 
Russell—unless poor Austin knew—and I don't 
know whether I ought to tcU. Come up to my room, 
and I'll put the case before you, and wc can decide 
whether I ought to make it public." 

Whea tlicy were settled in the Master's com¬ 
fortable study, lined everywhere with books, he 
l>egan very seriously. " Of course. I am telling 
you this in strict confidence, as it wa^ told to'me. 
Russell and pcor Austin were half-brothers. No, let 
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me finish. Laj Russell is the son of Sir Matthew 
Austin by his first ‘ wife ’—an liKiian woman. It 
was, I understand, not—cr—a regular marriage, 
Laj Russell was bom shortly before Sir Matthew's 
marriage to Lady Austin. Wien Sir Matthew and 
his—er—first wife parted, he agreea to lo6k';WA'r 
the boy. The woman died shortly a ft wards. 
Maurice Austin was the only child his regular 
marriage. The older boy was known as I^j Russell, 
and his parentage was not distlosed, even to him, 
and I don't think he knows even fiow, though, of 
course, I can't be sure. Ho was sent by his father 
to a good school in India, and then to a native 
university there. TBjrcc years ago Sir Matthev- 
came to see me. He had, of course, left India for 
good by then. His son, Maurice, was just coming 
Into residence with a scholarship here. Sir Matthew 
hai conceived the curious idea of giving his tw<f 
sons the opportunity to become friends, without 
cither knowing the blood relationship between them. 
He told me his whole story, and asked me to accept 
young Russell as a pupil and keep an eye on him. 
l“inally I agreed—I can't say 1 thought it was in 
the best of taste, hut that was no business of mine— 
and Russell was brought over from India and came 
into residence in the same term as his half-brother 
Sir Matthew came up himself and introduced 
Kassell to Maurice Austin as a protege of^bjs, and 
the son of amold friend in India. As you Imbw, :hc 
two’bccame fast friends, ratlicr to my surprise, fer 
they were not at all of the some type. 

Lady Austin was dead before then, an<l S,V 

S.W.H. G 
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Malthcw died a year later. He had made some pro- 
xision for his pwlcgc before his death, letting the 
hoy believe that he was handing over to him the 
cnoncy of a mythical Russell senior who had died 
in India. Bu^. of pourse, Maurice Austin was to 
C6.n\^in for the great bulk of his property, which, as 
you know, is considerable, as soon as he was of age. 
'ITic poor la^l would have been very well off indeed, 
as compared with young Russell. Now, you see my 
difficulty. li 1 make these facts public. Tm almost 
wre it will prejudice people against Russell, and 
they will scent a family squabble. On the other 
hand, Tm not sure I have any right to keep them to 
nij’self. What do you say ? 

It was Wintringham, the Professor of Mathematics, 
who answered: “ Keep it to yourself. Master, for the 
present at least. ^ And I have another word of 
advice to offer. There's more in this case than m ccts 
the eye. You ought to put the finest detective you 
f' 9 z\ ^ on the job and give him a free hand." 

A\liat do you say, Kingdon ? ” asked the 
Master. 

“ I agree,” said Kingdon: "what you liavc told 
us makes expert advice absolutely essential. Had 
you anyone in mind, Wintringham ? ” 

” I had a man I us«d to know as a boy. You 
must have heard of him. He was superintendent 
at thc.C^I.D. till he retired unexpectedly a couple of 
years Now he's set up a private agency, only 

for the best class of work. He picks and chooses ; 
i.’ut I think he would take this on if I asked him. 
name’s Wilson.” 
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*' 0 / course I have heard of Mr« Wilson/' said the 
Master. “ What about you, Kii^don ? " 

" Not in my line/' said Kingdon. “ But let's 
have him, if he's a good man. Til sliare in tifh 
cost/* 

"What about Russell himself ? What'slils " 

" 1 don't understand him," Kingdon l<^ked as 
puzzled as he felt. ** He abstihitely refuses to 
employ even a lawyer. He says he wislics no steps 
taken about the case. That, of coprsc, is what sot 
the police against him at the start." 

" And that/* said Wintringham with’a gleam in 
lus eye/' makes me all the mure dotennined to go 
ahead. 1 am not ac^stonir<Uto having my upinioi^ 
laid down fur me by the police/* 

III 

So it was settled, and on the fono\vng day 
Kingdon. as tlic most leisured of the three, wonrup 
to town in order to interview the famous detective. 
A trunk call by Wintringham had alrcjidy cn limited 
his sympathetic interest in the ease. Kingdon,found 
VV'iL^n in his oiBce in Charing Cros^. a pheasant room 
>vith a fine view over St. Janies*s Park. He lik<*d the 
detective from the first. W^ilson settled himself and 
his visitor in two comfortable arm-diuirs, fiUod his 
pipe and passed Kingdon the tobacco* •^'^r, oii'l 
composed himself to listen. He had n ad, he ex:- 
|:la1nCd, the newspaper accounts of the ease; hn\ 
they were very meagre, and he wanted tljc whoU* 
story' from Kingdon's own lips. Only when he iisd. 

I 
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Inward all the fa(;ts could he decide for or against 
aking up the 

Kingdon told I lie story, and Wilson interrupted 
«iin with a number of questions. When he explained 
iiow the cham^from, Russell’s walch<hain had been 
r(^{(T^utli.{cr Austin's clothes in the abandoned punt, 
Wils'ju^ raised two points. 

How were the clothes lying?" he asked. 
'* Folded up or just thrown down in a heap ? " 

" Just thrown doVn, as they would naturally be 
Kit by a man who had undres^ for a batlie. Tlie 
l.laicr was lying beside, and not actually on toj) of, 
tin* rest." 

" You say the was inulernoath the blazer. 

Was it tying so that the blazer must liave been put 
down on top of it, or could it have rolled to where it 
lay after the blazer was laid down ? " 

Kingdon reflected. " It could have rolled/* he 
said. " ITie blazer was resting on the tliwart, and 
tl*.’. charm could have fallen under it." 

You sec the importance of the point ? " King¬ 
don replied that he did -lot. 

" Well, if the blazer liAd been put down on to{> 
of the charm, it would be most likely that Kuss.'il 
(lro])ped it before leaving the boat, and before 
Austin undressed. AsHhat need not have been the 
case, its position tells us nothing. It may have 
fullcn.tj2^rc either before or after the blazer was put 
down.' It is rather more likely it was after, as that 
would account for it not being noticed." • ' • 

" 'J*ben that makes against Russell." 

. " As for as it goes, yes. Another point. Was 
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llie charm, or the ring wliich joined it to the chain, 
svrcnchcd or damaged in any wny ? " 

*' The ring looked as if it might have bcc-i 
wrenched open. The charm was quite intact." 

" Was young RxisscU wearing the v'atch and chai:i 
afterwards ? '* ^ ^ 

Kingdon did not know, and Wifson said he would 
have to look into that point later, K^igdon noted 
with satisfaction that he was s|)cuking already as if 
he had definitely decided to talfe the case. He was, 
at least, clearly interested. * 

Wilson's next interruption was whe« Kingdom 
described the finding of the body. "You know thr* 
strctcli of river wcih do you^not ? 1 want yon ► ‘ 
visualise the three places—where you found tb«* 
l>ody, wliore you found the punt, and where tlu' 
witness, Mason, said he last saw the boat. Cotih! 
tho«boat and the body easily have drifted Irow} 
where Mason s;iw them to where you found them ? " 
Kingdon paT:sed again to think. " Yes, q^titc 
easily," he said. 

" Then we may assume for the present that the 
scene of the tragedy was the place wh' re Mason saw 
Austin undressing in the boat. Is that the spt>t 
where Russell says he left the boat ? " 

" Yes, the same spot." • 

" Clearly he did leave it, for there was only on^' 

I nan ih the boat when Mason saw it for •second 
lime. But Mason says he saw a man likc*Rus.s<H 
reWrning, whereas Rasscll denies that he did return. 
You ’say the lx»at was moored just iind^r so:.:c 
bushes ? " 
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" Mason says so. I only saw it when it had 
drifted lower 

" But you know the bashes ? They were tall 
snough and thick enough, were they, to make a man 
approaching along t)ie path by the river invisible 
frJnn -ih^' Viat ?'" 

Quite." 

''Or to conceal a man standing on the bank 
within a few feet of the boat ? " 

" Yes." 

" Now, as for this T^j Russell, whnt sort of a 
follow is he ? I understand he is a favourite of 
vours ? 

V “ He is a very able^man, and' I have alw'aj^s liked 
him and thought him a very good, straightforward 
young follow. He is quiet and does not make 
friends easily; btrt he is popukir with the few he 
knows well. By temperament he is a student—a 
man certain to make his mark in philosophy, if he 
gooo on with it." 

" In appearanee, is he more Indian than English ? 

" More English, I sliould say. But he is ratlier 
dark-skinned, and anyone can see he has Indian 
blood:" 

“ Mason, T Iwlieve, saw him only at a distance : 
but lie described him^as a ‘nigger/ Is that a 
natural description in your view ? " 

" Ot^fMirse I should not so describe him ; but, 
coming' from a man like Mason, the description did 
not surprise me." 

" Is be dark enough, then, for his colour to show 
at a distance ? " 
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KitigcJon thought. “ I|don't know/* he 
said. I should have thought, on the whole, not; 
but I'm not sure, and, of course, it depends ou th^ 
distance.'* 

' i must sec for mysdf/* said Wi.«^on^^ ^ 

There are police court proceedings to-ni#fTOw/' 
said Kingdon. ** You could sc'c him then.* Hut it 
will be only a formal committal, I understand/* 

*' Now, about the young follow's antecedents/* 
said Wilson, *' You liave told me *011 you know ? 
Your Master believed both Russell aAustin to 
ha quite ignorant of their relationship ? *' 

“ Certainly; tliough, of course, one never kno^'^. 
how things will leak out.*' • 

' The two were close friends, you say. IIow close? '* 
" Very clase indeed. They «lunched regularly 
together in college aud were often alxjut together. 
I t^k them together for private tuition, and could 
see how friendly they were." 

" Then it seems to you most unlikely that Russell 
could have killed young i^ustin ? ** 

" Absolutely impossibly, I should say, from what 
I know of the two men.*' 

“ Thank you, Mr. Kingdon. 1 tliink that is 
overythiug. 1 wiU take th() case, and I will be in 
Oxford to-morrow in time for the police court 
proceedings. Can you meet me at the station ? *' 

'* Yes, thc^c is a train gets in at aboui* eleven 
o'clock, and the comt opens at half*past. We can 
go straight there. Will you stay with me in 
coUege ? 1 am very glad indeed you will take the 
case/' 
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Wilson accepte<^tbc invitation. Ho liked King- 
(Itni, and residence in colli‘ge would enable him to 
ihicl out ix^t all that was Icnown about Russell and 
the dead man. Kingdon returned to Oxford that 
nijht ^hi|*4y with his reception and im¬ 

pressed* by Wilson s lumdling of the case. 

He mtt Wilson at the station the next momin;;, 
and they attended the police court together. Thi* 
proceedings were ptircdy formal, and lastcti only a 
few minutes. Russell was remanded for a week, 
lor the police were still looking for lurllicr evidence 
in order to hiiild up a conclusive casr'. But the 
proceedings gave Wilson ^ime to have a good 
look at the man uiio w^ls accused. He had stationed 
himself as far us ]>ussiblc off the piisoncr in order 
to get the view at fi distajicc that he wanted. His 
eyes were keen, but he felt fairly sure that he wmild 
not have known at that distance that Russell was 
not.u piirci-blocxlcd Englisliinun. and certain that it 
would not have entered into his head to describe 
him as a “ nhtger.*' As t^ey left the court, he told 
Kingdon his immediate pbns. I want to have a 
look at the place where the murder was done," he 
said, "and 1 want to sec Msison. But, first of all. 
1 want you to fmd ou4 about Ku^;soll's watch and 
chain. If I ask the police, tlicy will know I am on 
the case. If you ask the insix*ctor, he’ll vcry» likely 
toll yoV without any trouble." 

Kingdon turned back into the court, and Wilson 

waited until he reappeared, sayiug that the watch 

a::d chain hud not been found. " J/Ut," he added, 

" i'vii remembered somctlung that I ought to have 

\ 
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of before. WHiHj I \«ls talking to the 
inspector, a vim' of young RusselI's coat came into 
my mind’s e}'c. 'flicro was a tear in the button-hole 
on xhv left lapel, as if something had Ix^cn wrcncIuH 
away. He was wearing no waistcoat, and I know 
Jic used to cany his watch in his breast¬ 

pocket." 

'' There's somctliing odd hero," •said Wilson. 
" That, and the wrenched rln^ of the charm make 
it clear that your fiiend Ins noj told the wholo 
truth. There nuisl have been a stniggle, in th^ 
course of wliich his wafcli and chain WWc wrenched 
away and the charm foil off into the boat." 

Kingdon would liave likotl to reject this vi?wV’ 
but he could not. *' You don’t moan that you think 
he did it ? " he ask^d. 

'* 1 am only stating an obvioxi fact that will 
re^tninly he used a.gninst him," was the reply. 
" 1 an', not drawing any coiiclu^ioan yet. ♦And now,’ 
lot's get to work." * * 


. IV 

Th-^y took a ta*;i to Nw Mjrf^on and, innuiring 
at the house \vij.*rc Mi sou loiiged, were told where 
they would likely to liml him working in th^' 
fields. He was just knocking off lor his midday meal 
when they discoverccl him, and wilUng^tyiough to 
talk about’the case. 

**' Vou say you arc pretty sure," said Wihx»r.. 
" that young Russell is the man you saw,^’ 

'r.'con sairl ho vras quite certcin. 
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On both occaiioiis/' Wilson went on. 

Don't I tell yoj 'twas the same chap I seen both 
: lines ? " 

^ What stiq^riscd me/* said Wilson, was your 
sftcing the mun^was^a 'nigger/ as you call him. 
How fi^r &u were you from him ? '* 

" First time, 'bout as far us across this field," 
said Mason,‘indicating a distance of about sixty 
yards. 

" And the seepnd time ? *’ 

"A lot nearer, mister. Alx>ut twenty yards, I 
‘hoiild recPOi'i." 

'* Yet you knew he was a * nigger ' tlic first time 
'ytj\x saw him ? '* » * 

" See here, mister, wliat arc you gettin' at ? 
Ain't I saying lie wa.-? a nigger, and ain't he a 
bloomin' nigger ? ^Vl1at more d'ye want ? " 

" Oh, it’s of no importance," said Wilson. " Ohly 
I thouglii you must be extraordinarily long-sighted, 
li?rc*’nie. Now. ymi see that girl over there. 
Can jou see the colour'd the blouse she's wear¬ 
ing ? " 

' Lt>ol<s like white to me." 

“ It isn't, Uiough, it's fawn. You're not so long¬ 
sighted as I am." 

" See here," said Mason, " you tell me straight 
what you're dri\ing at. I don't want to do npbody 
no h;irn\. -• What is it you want to ktiow ? " 

“ Wlicthcr you positively knew the man was a 
nigger the first time you saw him, or only on the 
'^coud occasion." 

. Olx-on scratched his head. " If vou out it thuf 
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mister. I don't believe I Ud see he was a 
li'^ger till tho second time. But T saw him then all 
light. What's it matter anyhow ? " 

Suppose you saw two clirfcrcnt men.** 

" But I didn't! *Twas the sa^ne Thty 

were dressed alike, an*-** 

" How were they drcs.scd ? " 

“ Darkish gray suit. But that ain't'aU. Wlien I 
Drst saw the chap, lie was sillvig down in the boat. 
V/liile I was watching, tic stood up. and I noticed 
ihe way he did it. 1 duimo quite to put it. 

J .ike an animal, it was, somehow. And then, when 
T saw him agstin, b^ore he began walking towa^ls 
lliC boat, he was lyin' dowii*ju.st near tJio edge of 
the river, and I saw him get up just the some way 
as T(l seen him before. ThaUs how I'm certain 
sure he was the same chap." 

You didn't mention this in court." 

“ I waru't asked. But that's how it wits." ^ 

1 see. How near to the boat was be when you 
last saw him ? " ^ 

" Just goin* bc'ind tlw clump of bushes or trees 
where the boat was. He was sliding along like as* 
if he didn't want to be seen." * 

" Did he see you ? '* • 

" 1 don't think so, mister. I'd stopped still, 
fillin' *my pipe, and the bushes might have 'id me, 
unless he'd looked special my way." ^ • 

So far, so good," said Wilson, when they had 
ii ft Mason. " And now for a look at th^ place." 
He only glanced at the place where the ^at had 
been found, and th^ hurried on to the spot where* 
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it had been mol red when Mason had seen it 
for the second time. On the bank, a circle of 
small bushes and small trees ringed the place round. 
X projecting tree offered a convenient branch for 
tj*ing up^j)unt| and'the mud bank shelved steeply 
towarJf the deeper water. If a punt was moored 
there, it^could drawn right into the bunk, and 
the water od the shore side would be only a few 
inches deep, whereas/)n llic other side of the punt a 
swimmer would be well out of his depth. Tlie bushes 
came right-down to the edge of the water and would 
overhang the punt, and, as Wilson ascertained, inigJit* 
.actually mask half of it from a^nan in the water at 
a distance of a few IM, if he swam towards it up 
the stream or directly across. I’loin the opix>site 
bank a few yards ^up, liowcvcr, the wliolc of the 
boat would plainly visible, and it was from this 
point, Kingdon explained, that Mai:on had 
Austin alone in the boat undressing for a bathe. 

*' Now for a little dirty work," said Wilson, when 
he had surveyed the spot! It's only a chance, but 
itworth taking. Is therp a houst^ near where wc 
can borrow a spade ? " 

Kingdon knew of a cottage near, and soon returned 
with a spade and a broa/^1 sliovel. We're going to 
dig up this mud by the bush,*' said Wilson. 

I'hc two men gradually dug out the loose mud 
along tbe bank just where the punt liad been. 
For a considerable time Wilson's sifting and turning 
j>roduccd nothing except a iminbor of old tin cans. 
Then h^ fountl the top of a fountain pen. ** Most 
lil^cly nothing to do with our man/' he commented. 
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At last patience was rewarded. |From a shovel fnl 
o[ mud Kingdon extracted a i^atch and chain. 

Is this what you were looking for ? ** he asked. 

'' Yes/* .said Wilson, "but I hardly expected 
fijid it. And it doesn’t carry vfi a great deal hirthcr. 
Clearly there was a stni^lc and^the^^tch ostd 
chain were tom off Rnsscil's coat. The c^jarm was 
detached and fell in the boat, whereas the watch and 
chain fell in the river. I thought that might have 
hiippcncd. Give me the watch. 

" It stopped at nine forty-five/* he said, " when 
it fell into the water. That fixes, •.•Atlun a few 
minutes, the hour of the struggle. When did 
Mason see hi:) man the sccond«timo—I mean walldlig 
towards the boat ? " 

'* He said it wns before half-past nine. He wasn’t 
sure to a few minutes." * 

*•* We'll go back to wliere you found the body," 
said Wil.son. . 

He stood for a luU minute contcniplatm? the 
spot. "How was the body l5dng?" he asked. 
Kingdon showed him. ' 

" When you found itr were there any footmarks 
near or anything to indicate that anybody had been* 
there before you ? *' 

Kingdon looked at him in surprise. ** Tm afraid 
1 never looked," he said. 

• " Perhaps the police did," said Wilsou. "If so, 
it will be a Very material fact for us. An 3 I think 
iWy did, for I perceive that someone has been 
laking \)1 aster casts here." He picked up a fragmen t 
of plaster as he spoke. ** Unfortunate !v. there arc 
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no marks left now. We can only hope the police 
did their work properly. Now, will you take me 
to the inn at the ferry where Russell and Austin had 

.MppCT ? " 

At the inn, Wilson ^questioned the landlord and 
wliL had served the two young men, 
and siibsi quontly took Kingdon to pay a round of 
calls at n<ighl|Ouring cottages. Of all he asked the 
same qtu«tion. Had they seen either of the under¬ 
graduates, or any mah at all like cither of them, in 
the ncigliboiirlioo^d of Marslon that evening ? And, 
if they ha(W**'^t, would they inquire among their 
neighbours f<jr anj^onc who had ? There would bo 
' a ptward for anyone bringing thl* n^iuircd informa¬ 
tion. To the first question, each man replied in 
the negative, to the second, \jy promising to make 
inquiries. Wilson and King<ion walked back to 
Oxford in time for dinner. They had done all there 
V'«as to do^on the scene of the crime. 

Wif-on dined in Jiall that night, at high table, 
1 nt he tlid not reveal the work on which he was 
engaged, posing merely as* u friend of Kingdon’s, 
and saying notliing of hili identity. He found 
bpinion, under the influence of Kingdon's sturdy 
championship, veering round in RusselPs favour. 
Put little Aspinall, the 16 cturer in ancient history, 
was strong against him. These half breeds, he said, 
were nearly, always moral dcgeneratr.s. Anri though 
the Profe^r of Ethnology contradicted this, he too 
tiiuught Ruwll Nvas guilty. 

.^ftvr hall, Kingdon took WTbon to have a telk 
« ak the porter. Wilson asked if anyone from 
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outside the college had been to ^ec Russell at any 
time shortly before the murderj The porter had 
noticed no one ; but he promised to malu inquiries 
umoDg the other servants. Tins resulted in bringing* 
some further information to,light. Ttie boy who 
assisted the scout oo KusscU's stait’ sai^ abSut 
one o'clock in the morning before the efime, he 
had been in his pantry, and had hcofd voices pro¬ 
ceeding from Russell's room. One of them had 
been Russell's own and the bthcr a curious high- 
pi tolled voice that might have been cither a man’s 
or a woman's. He had not caught words, for 
the conversation had been conducted in some 
foreign language did no} unilerstand; but«he 
was sure Russell and his visitor had been quarrelling. 
He had not seen the visitor either come or go. 
Wilson went back to the jJortcr and inquired 
^ybcthe^ any Indian or other foreigner, with a curious 
high voice, was known to have been in college on • 
tile morning preceding the murder, ifc .his 
answer. One of tlie under-porters, a new man who 
had come on duty that day for the first time, had 
directed an Indian, whote high voice he had noticed, 
to Laj Russell's rooms shortly before noon. Asked 
to describe the man, he gave a description that 
might iiave applied to almbst any Indian. Neither 
the under-porter nor anyone else Wilson could find 
had seen the stranger leave the collcgg. l^ut, on 
ills entrance, he had glanced down the list*of nutnes 
anti rooms which hung in Uie porter's lodge. 

*' The scent is getting warm," said Wilson, as they 
left the lod{;'c, “ We i.av.‘ now to imJ an i adian 
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wbo speaks in a bigb voice and called on Anstia 
and then on Ru^il the day before the cxi:no. 
Who was he ? That is the puzzle. What do you 
Wike of it ? " 

' Tm afraid I can make nothing of it." 

WiJi. ta>iC me to see the Master ? " said 
Wilson.* 

In thc*Mu§tcr's room, after the formalities of 
introduction were over, Wilson put the question he 
had wished to ask. You know young Russell's 
history, Master. ^Do you know of a young Indian 
having a com^^ctiou with both him and Austin ? " 
The Master shook his head. " I suppose," Wilson 
weet on, " Sir Matthev^ bad no father children ? " 

" I never heard of any. Why do you ask ? " 

Wilson then asked if the Mxstcr knew who would 
get young Austin's money. 

" That," was the reply, " I do happen to know. 
.The money was left absolutely to Maurice Austin at 
tweniy-onc but, if lie died before coming of age, 
it would go to the next of Jan." A further question 
elicited the fact that the dead youth was still some 
months short of coming of age. “ Wiio is the ne.\t 
Of kin ? " Wilson asked. 

"A cousin, 1 Relieve; poor Russell being, as 
you know, illegitimate. * The cousin is Dr. Brian 
Ilcndry, of the Indian Medical Service. He is in 
India at pr^nt, I believe." 

'* Whaf sort of man is be ? " 

" A middle-aged man—a great authority on 
certain Asiatic‘diseases." 

",And you are certain there is no nearer relation ?'' 
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“ I understand so. Why do |*ou ask ? 

“ Only because it would explain a lot if there 
were.*' Wilson seemed to be worried. Wlio is 
the family lawyer ? *' he asked at Icii^h. 

“ Hirst and Truniblc. of i.incoIn’s Inn. au ^Ihe 
firm. Old Hirst was a great fricui of Sti'ftfattlu w's. 
But he is dead.’' 

“ Then that/' said Wilson, '* is where 1 ^aust go 
next. Wlicn is the next train ? '* 


13 eforc Wilson left Oxford, he secured a recent 
photograph of Laj* Russell (rom one of his cJRc^v 
friends. On arriving in London, lie went straight 
to the offices of Messrs. Hirst and Tnimble. and had 
a long talk with the senior ^wrtner. Thence he 
W2nt to the office of the Daily Courier and was 
closeted for some time with the editor, finally he* 
visited Scotland Yard to see his old colRaguc, 
inspector Blaikie. with •whom he had made an 
iippointment from Oxford over the telephone. 

When lie met Kin^don "the next morning, ho 
found the latter in a high state ^f agitation, waving 
a copy of the Daily Courier, ’’ Have you s<‘cii 
this ? '* he gasped. On tfie middle jxigc were two 
photographs, one of Laj Russell, labelled The 
Accused/' and the other, beside it, oU an Indian 
closely resembling him. but much darker in com¬ 
plexion. labelled *' The Man the Police arc I-ooking 
For." Below the two photographs a few lirtes ol type 
indicated that the " Oxford Mystery *' was now 
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generally supposed |o be a case of mistaken identity, 
taid that the suspect criminal was the second man. 
who could be proved to have been on the spot, and 
believed to be trying to leave the country. 
Readers of the CowriVr,were warned to keep a sharp 
loolc^ub' fdH hint and to notify Scotland Yard 
instantly <fn coming across any traces. 

Wilson took* the paper with a smOe. Oh yes/’ 
he said, In fact, Tm responsible/' 

B-b-but/' Kingddn stuttered in his astonish• 
ment, how did you find uut about tlic other man ? 
I didn't kntJw*you knew what he looked like/' 

I didn't," Wilson said. " And strictly speaking, 
1 dtm't. He is what you might call a ’ synthetic 
man '—composed with the aid of Messrs. Hirst and 
Tnimble. But, if you will accompany me to the 
police station, and t& our prisoner, I should like to 
try his effect on the people most concerned." ♦ 

' Bewildered, but ol^dicot, Kingdon accompanied 
him fo the Oxford police station, where Wilson, 
producing an authorisation from Scotland Yard, 
asked to see the piaster casts of the footprints found 
on the scene of the crime. * 

" How did you .know ? " said the surprised in¬ 
spector in charge. 

" You shouldn't leave plaster lying about if you 
don’t want me to know/’ Wilson answered. 

The inspector laughed and produced his exhibits. 
At the spot where the body had been ffound, the 
police had discovered a number of prints. Sozne'of 
these proiled to be those of Kingdon and Lawrence, 
or at least to tally with the si^es of tlxeir boots, 
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which the inspector and Wilson had both taken the 
precaution to obtain. The othc^ were considerably 
smaller, and tallied exactly, the inspector said, with 
the shoes which l.aj Russell had l^n wearing. 

" And now,*' said Wilson, ".wlmt about the prints 
of the other man ? ** 

** There were no others at this spot/^^said the 
inspector. • 

** No," said Wilson. " I mean the man who was 
seen walking towards the boat, and who then stood 
just behind the bushes where the boat was moored/* 
" But that was Russell,'* saic?thc ifiapjctor. " We 
haven't any certain prints of him from there. . . 

He paused . . . "Tdow did you know he sttmd 
behind the bushes ? " 

*' 7 guessed,'* said \Vilson. ’* I'm glad you con¬ 
firm it. Show me what prints Vou have/' 

Rather reluctantly, the inspector i)roduccd four 
casts—three of the left foot, one a good ^al deeper ’ 
than the others, and one deep impression 3f the 
right foot. Wilson picked out the two deep casts. 

' Here he is, standing briiind the bushes." he said. 

*' The others came from 5oft places in the patl^ 
leading towards the bushes." s^id the inspector. 

*' These are all the impres^ons that were any use." 

*' These are quite enough," Wilson answered. 
'' You can see at once that they are not Russcir.s/' 

‘ " They're the same size," said the insjiejtor. 

" Yes. but not the same pair of shoes. Look at 
riiat broken place in the left heel, and the quite 
differeryt arrangement of the sails." ^ 

" They're poor impressions," said rtie inspector. 
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“ It's as plain as dpikestaH they're not the same/’ 
said Wilson. a 

Outside the police station be paused for a minute. 

i think/' he said, *' we'll try Marston first, before 
seeing young Russell again. I want niy case to be 
as compltjte possible before interviewing that very 
uncommunicative young man. Now c«an you tell 
me whether there is any other way to Marston 
besides the road ? " 

Kingdon indica.ted that tliere were three—one 
across the University Parks, one through New 
Marston, and the third by the Ferry a couple of miles 
upstream. " We’ll try New Marston," said Wilson. 
" You see," he added, as they mddc their way along 
Mesopotamia—the path between two streams which 
leads by a bridge to New Marston—"if the 
murderer visited both Russell and Austin in their 
rooms, it's quite possible that he may have dis¬ 
covered th^r plans for the evening and reached the 
rendezvous independently. In which case we may 
come upon his traces in some way which will 
exonerate his—young Russell." 

After pat lent inquiry, he secured what be wanted. 
A woman living ip one of the cottages at New 
Marston had seen a man answering to Wilson's 
description of the murderer coming up the path that 
led from Oxford and turning off in the direction of 
Old Marsjp^. Thi.s was well before nine o'clock*, 
wlicn Austin and Russell were still at their supper 
in the inn. The woman had, of course, heard of the 
crime but had had no reason to connect this 
particular man witli it. When questioned, however, 
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sht*? produced her husband as confirmation, who was 
ecjually definite, both as to the rfmc of the stranger's 
passing and as to his being a nigger.'* 

" ' Nigger/ again, you see, Kingdon/' said Wilson. 
"And yet that path turns "off ^ good, fifty ytktds 
below the cottage. Our man was oUVioisly much 
darker than young Russell." ♦ 

" But very like him to look at/* Kfhgdon puz7.Iod. 
"Who can he be?" . 

" Well, there arc various possibilities,** Wilson 
said. " Perhaps Russell himself will be willing 
to enlighten us. I think wc'll visit him before' 
trying to find whcrtjtho unknown stayed in Oxf^d." 

ITiey returned to the dlyt where Wilson directed 
his steps straight to the gaol in the Kew Road and 
asked to sec the prisoner. After some delay Russell 
was brought to them, and Kingdon introduced 
Wilson as a friend interested in the case. 

* 

" I don't want to talk about it, sip/' \\as all 
Russell said. He had ob\'iously not slept, and 
seemed near the end of Ids tether. 

" I only want you to^loo|c at this, Mr. Russell," 
Wilson said, handing over the Courier. /Kusseii. 
stared at it, and then lucked u])*with an expression 
in which amazement predvniinated. 

"But ..." he said at last. "Those are both 
photographs of me—though that's a batl print *'•-- 
indicating the darker one. * • 

/ Strictly speaking," SiM Wilson, while Kingdon 
stared at him, " you are quite correct. Die second 
one has been artificially darkened, but, Mr. 
Russell *'—his voic^becamc suddenly more serious • 
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" would it not scrJe equally well as a portrait of 
your brother ? *' * 

My brother ! 

'' 'flic man who came to see you and Austin in 
your rooms before thcTnurdor, who walked over to 
Marston ^vhife you were at supper, who watched 
your partiT»g from Austin behind the bushes—you 
soc/' he said t<S the young man, who had passed his 
hand over Ins eyes wit,h a cry of horror and amaac^ 
ment, it's no use, and you arc only putting yourself 
to unnecessary .discoQifort by keeping silence. You 
cannot help your brother any more by incriminating 
youpclf. Sit down and let's taik it over quietly." 
He pushed a chair foAvard, and KusscU dropped 
into it and sank his head in his hands. There was 
a long pause. they arxested-^ChaDdia ? " 

the young man whis]x:red at last. 

** Not as for as I know. But it makes no diflcF’ 
ence,". WilSon insisted. " Wc know, as well as you, 
that he killed Maurice Austin. You cannot sacrifice 
yourself for him, however hard you try. Nor can 
you "—he looked Imrd at him—" save your father's 

P 

" It wasn't my f&ther," Russell said faintly. " It 
was Maurice." ' 

" But Maurice is dead," Wilson said gently, " and 
nothing you say can hurt him. Won't you tell me ? 
nithcr tlian have it dn^ged out piecemeal in court?" 
There was anotlicr long pause. 

" Whatsis it you want to know ? " Russell said at 
last^ 

" \Mjat were the papers ?'' Wjlson asked, " which 
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Cliandra showed you when he dame to your rooms 
the day before Austin died ? 

Our birth certifijates—his and mine/' Russell, 
said in a very low voice, ** and a copy of my mother's 
marriage certificate.*' 

"Showing that you twins were/injtact, Sir 
Matthew's legitimate children? " 

" Worse than that," Russell muttered. 

" Yes, I know, 'lliat your mother did not, in 
fact, die soon after your birth, a& Sir Matthew and 
everyone else thought, but survived a/tcr his re** 
marriage. That." Wilson adefed to Kingdnn, " T 
discovered from a ptipct in the possession of JJirst 
and Trumblc, and it was tlutt which put me on the 
true trail. So thcit/* he resumed, "it was Maurice 
Austin—your friend—who was^thc bastard, and one 
of you—which ?—who was the hgiliniate heir." 

*'Chandra,*" said Russell. "That was the diffi¬ 
culty, you see. If it liad been me, I woul<i have 
gone away—I could have said no thing, and Maurice 
need never have known. 'But it was Chan<lra—and 
he expected me to help him—against Maurice, 
i didn't know what to do ... I b.« 2 d him to 
away." • 

" Yon knew notliing of tjiis story before, tli* Ji ? " 
" I had no idea," liusscll said carncslly. He had 
obviously resigned himself to full oxjdanation, " i 
did not even know who rny falli»T was* •At first i 
thought Chandra was Ijing. TJvn—I got very 
ang^, and sent him away. Bat when h^'d gone, 
I saw 1 had been a fool. Of course, he would tell 
everyone, bring a l^s^'suit or something, and that 
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would be worse thin anything. He might even go 
to Maurice. So I ^ont after him—to his hotel— and 
told him I must think it over; and discuss it with— 
Maurice, and sec what was best to be done. I 
explained that the money didn’t belong to him in 
any cas^. bctausc our father had left it to Maurice 
by will; «but he laughed, and said that Maurice 
could easily spare us an income in return for keeping 
our mouths shut." 

" He and you \ycre to blackmail Austin, in fact ? " 
Wilson said. 

' Yes ... I sup^^osc that is what it is. I didn't 
know what to do—I felt 1 must have time to think 
it over. At last I persuaded hini^to wait till next day 
—till rd had time to talk to Maurice—l>e was out 
of Oxford that day. I said I'd meet Chandra after 
supper next day when we got back.” 

** You told him where you v.erc going \^ith 
Austin ? *<. Wilson asked. 

” Yes. sir. I never tliought ...” It was pinin 
»\iat Russell had fully Realised the result of that 
piece of information. 

.Then I had to teirMuurice when he came back. 
He was . . . very angry and Iriglitened. I think. 
Of course it was terribk* for him. First he wanted 
to lock Chandra up . . . and then to hush it up— 
to offer Chandra money, as mtich as he liked., to go 
away. ought that would be unwise, and we had 
rather an argument about it. 

” Then I had to go to see you, sir "—he looked 
pitifully at Kingdon—” and while I was away 
..Maurice suddenly changed his mind. I moan, he 
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saw niy side of it, and he turned riylit round—I uj 
was like that, you know, wbeA lie*d been angry. 
And he wrote a letter to Chandra, telling him that 
didn't care twopence what be did; he could tell the 
whole story if lie liked, and tie —^auricc, I mean— 
wouldn't have anything to do with it of liin£ When 
we were up the river Maurice told me» about liis 
letter, and said I must say the same to^Chundra when 
1 met him. ... It was—ju^ like Maurice: but 1 
Isnew Chandra would be furious, so*l went off <|uickK' 
to keep my appointment with » 

" But you turned back ? " Wilson s:iiil. 

'Yes. I happijncd to look back and I^aw 
somebody hiding—in (he bushes, near where Maurice 
was in the water. 1 thought he looked as ihougli 
he Were going to take Mauricofs clothes, so 1 wen' 
back. When I got there he was in the boat, and 1 
saw ..." He stopped with a choke, obviously, 
unable to finish. ♦ , 

" You saw your brother strangle Austin," Wilson 
said gently. Russell nodded. "Then you flung 
yoiuscU on him, and IieVt fhe body go. The two* 
of you struggled to the boat, and your 
chain were torn away. Then •your brother got 
himself free and ran off. • You paddl':<l the punt 
till you got hold of Austin's body—but he w as dead. 
Tlion what did you do ? " 

"I couldn't believe ..." Ru>*‘-cll s;u?l.* " I think 
I v,\ lit mad. I went after Cliandra." 

". 4 ^ut you could not And him. You s^rched as 
long as you could, and then returned to college. 
Next day }*ou con^nued the sc arc! i; but he was 
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nowhere, and wbeA you returned you found the 
police on your trad:. You kept silence, partly in 
^raer to shield your brother- 

I didn’t want to say—about Maurice/* 

*»And because ^ou thought no one would believe 
you. Bdc, ybu see/’ Wilson crossed the room and 
put liis hard on the young man's shoulder, '* Mr. 
Kingdon bclieVed you even without your story. 
And with a little goixl^ fortune we have been able to 
confirm it at every point. Now we will get you out 
of this pla^ as quickly as possible; and may 1 
congratulate you on^a very gallant attitude? *’ 

" Chandra ... if Chandra's ^caught ..." was 
alt l^ussell said as his tVo friends left the room. 

"'Poor lad/'*said Wilson, coming out into Carfax. 
" He’s had too big a,shock to recover from just yet. 
It was the greatest misfortune he tried to handle 
that young ruflian himself. But, hullo I wha\'s 
tlus ? '/ Hi bought the evening paper that was 
thrust under his nose. " Suidde of Suspected 
'Murderer ! " it said, " Plunges into Sea from Channel 
Boat to Avoid Arrest/' *. 

It is Cliandra Austin/' Wilson said, having 
glanced at the paper. “ Well, that's the end of 
him/' » 

" He*s cheated the gallows." Kingdon said 
mdignahtly. 

" I don'*t think," said Wilson, " you need grudge 
your unhappy pupil liis one bit of good fortune." 
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‘‘ Looks like jam for you/' the official of London 
I’ire Brigade remark<^ to Mr. Griffitl^of The General 
Assurance Company, as the latter, leaving penetrated 
the cordon of police which suiroun<lrd the bumt-out 
house, came tip to his side with a glance of inquiry. 

Arson, ch ? '* Mr. Griffith mid .seftiy. '* Td an. 
idea it might be something of the sort. That's why 
1 came down so qiitckly. Icamt to kcejrour 

weather eye open for fires that take place on March 
24th, and it's been suggested to tis once or twice 
that Mr. Goldstein's affairs wofen't in ony too good 
trim. You tjiink it's fishy ? " 

“ Fi.'liy, ye.s/* the oilier replied. *' Of course, • 
1 can't say rin3'thing definite yet. You'll gtt the 
official report in due course. But 1 can say at once^ 
that it looks a bit odd.% It's pretty clear that tho, 
fire started in at least •two*placcs, for one t hing; 
and for another, it had no busiiy^ss to burn 
that rate unless it was helped. Cheap drapery's 
mostly cotton, of course, and quite inflammable, 
but the destruction here's more like an oH and 
colour shop. I should guess a bit of a.ssistancc witli 
kerosene. ^How it got alight in the first instance 
is«'another matter—the neighbours say your Mr. 
Gol^tcin's away." ’ 

" Bother him! That's awkward," said Air. 

>313 
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GnFith, with a fina disrc^rd of the absent owner's 
feelings. “ Can't sjiggest the man burnt his place 
down if he wasn't here. How soon will your people 
^ able to let us have that report, do you suppose ? " 
" Oh, pretty soon/',said the fireman. Most of 
it's too ix>i a.t prtsent: but it looks like rain, and 
that'll cool it down. Hullo ! what's happening ? " 
On the other side of the gutted building a knot of 
two or three firemen appeared to be anxiously 
discussing something.' As the two men looked, one 
of them turned and went up to the sergeant in 
charge of the police cordon, who immediately strode 
back with him to the house, while another crossed to 
Mr.* Griffith and his cg^mpanionl 
" What's up ? " the latter asked. 
ilo<ly over there,’' was tlio laconic reply. 
“ Looks as if it haft been burnt in bed/' 

'* Whew—! " With common consent the two 
others cut,.their conversation short and proceeded 
to the spot where the police sergeant and one of 
his men were standing siirvcjdng the charred 
remains of a human body half buried in the wreckage. 

" It's a woman, poor soul," the sergeant was 
saying. " Burnt jn her bed, it seems. There's a 
bit of the bed-rail, see, and that's charred blanket." 

" It'll be Mrs. Hollis, then," the constable volun¬ 
teer cdt "Mr. Goldstein's cook. But I thought 
they wore * both away for the week-end. Hollis 
told me they were going." 

" And Mr. Goldstein ? " 

" Oh, AC left two days ngo. Not coming back 
till Tuesday. I understand." 
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** I suppose/' said the sergcant^"Hollis*s body isn't 
aiiywhere iicre, too ? Better leyk and make sure." 

" There's no nccd/i said the ^constable, who was 
looking towards the street. " That's Hollis, tlv.Te, 
trying to get through." ^ 

" Lord atnercy!" said the ^^erg^ant# moving 
quickly down to the conlon. " Poor felldW ! " 

It was a very distressed little man^who met them 
as they reached the street. Robert Hollis had 
probably been in bed when he beard tlie news of 
the fire and had rushed out without stopping to 
s!iave or to make his usual tidy toUtrt. *His tic was. 
awry, his waistcoat buttons half undone, and he 
clutched at the sergeant's ugiform tvith a desperate 
look of fear in his eye. • 

“Sergeant!" he gasped. ^ "I've only just heard—- 

My wife-" • 

No use beat about the bush. The sergeant 
plunged. "I'm soiry to say, Mr. Hollis, that* 
someone lias apparenUy been burnt to Jeatirtn the 

house. If your wife was^here-" 

" Oh ! " The little n^n gave a groan of agony, 
and would have coUap^d,*but that the se rgean t 
put a strong arm round him. }le nodded toTRc 
constable, who pulled out a brandy flask. "Steady," 
said the sergeant. " Have a hit of this, Mr. Hollis." 

Hollis pushed the flask feebly away. He reined 
da7,cU with the shock. " If I'd only J^iiown I " he 
monned. “ If I hadn't left her! 6I1, u'hy didn't 
Lstt'v ? I've c'ls good as killed her, my poor Mary I 
. , ; Can I see her, sergeant ? " lie a'skcdVibrnptly. 
" No use going in there, Mr. Hollis," the sergeant 
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said with rough Uidliness. It's not saie f<^ any 
but the firemen. I've sent abog to the station for 
a stretcher, and you sliall seef her as soon as they've 
got her out. Better take a sip of this and sit down 
qtpetly." He indicated a heap of loose bricks and 
Hollis, having gfilped obediently at the flask, sat 
down and«huried his head in his hands, giving little 
faint moans like a shot rabbit, while the others 
stood round in embarrassed silence. 

Presently he lijtcdliis head. “ How— how did it 
happen ? " he asked. 

“ Ihat's whht we don't know yet," the sergeant 
said. " Unless you can throw a bit of light on it." 

i know nothing,* Hollis loaned. "Not till 
Mrs. Odger enme round this morning and told us 
the house was burnt down." 

" How did Mrs. ^oUis come to be there alone, 
then ?" * • 

" She didn't fed well," Hollis said sadly. " Mr 
G6ldstem gave us the week-end off. and we were 
going to spend it at fny married sister's—Mrs. 
Hubback's, in Connaught Street. They'd got a 
^ nigltt—cards and a bit o' music 

and that sort of thing. Mrs. Hollis came over queer 
at supper and had to lie down. We thought she'd 
be better after a bit, but she wasn't; and in the end 
she S&ld she'd rather go home. She was hke that " 
—here SQ^aething like a sob shook him—" couldn*! 
bear anything but her own home when* she was ill. 
So I took her home and made her a bit of fire ixnd 

g 9 

got her gome tea and tucked her up cosy. I wanted 
to 'have stayed with her. but she wouldn't hear of 
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said I was to go back and not spoil the party, 
and she'd be all right till the morning." 

" So you went bac^ ? Wlia^time about would 
that be ? " 

" About a quarter to ten. aj near as I can guess/' 
said Hollis. Of course, if rddeno^n V <1 never 
liavc stirred out of the house again. But Ac said it 
was all right, only a giddy turn like^ and she'd b^ 
all right as soon as she’d slept it off." He dropped 
his head back to his hands. • 

" T sec/' said the sergeant. "*11101) yon\t no 
idea how it started. You dida’t lr^vc*any paper 
near the fire or anything. I suppose i " Hollis .'^hook 
his head mounifully.* *' Nn, ^didn't. I haven Vany 
idea how it could have happrnod, unless Mrs. Hallis 
f^ot out of bc<l for .something and left something a 
sfiark would catch/' • 

*•1 see. Vyas there any paraffin or stuff in the 
house that you know of ? 

*' Yes, a good bit. Mr. Goldstein likes lamps and 
oil-stoves, and he kepi a let of kerosene at the back 
of t 3 )e shop. He got a nev; barrel in last Wednesday." 

" Three days before •quarter day/' Mr. CriflUh 
whispered to the sergeant, who qockled. 

" Was the stock very lov^, then ? " 

" No, not particularly. There was a good hit 
there already, matter of fact." Hollis was a-’iwer- 
iDg tficchanically, as one 'who paid nev intelligent 
heed to the* questions. 

/• I see. Mr. GoId.4cin'5 away just now, isn't 
he ? * Do you happen to know bis addi'esk ? "• was 
the next question. 
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" Somewhere in. Southend. I think. He didn't 
leave any address, because he was going to be back 
on Tuesday/* Hoiiis replied, and then suddenly 
seemed to wake up. “ Why, that's a queer thing 
now. rd have swom-" 

‘But at that m'^ment tlic conversation was inter^ 
rupted ty the arrival of the police surgeon with the 
stretcher. '’Both men turned to him. and in the 
confusion Hollis's unfinished sentence was over¬ 
looked. and he was allowed without further question¬ 
ing to follow his'wife's remains to the mortuary. 

The scrgl'an* went back to the fire brigade official, 
who was still engaged in inspecting the ruins. 
'* TI:lnk it may be arspn ? " he inquired. 

" It’s very likely/' was the reply, and the official 
repeated the evidence he had already given to 
Mr. Griffith. " If this confounded stuff would only 
cool off a bit I'd let you have my report. But I 
think I can promise it for you by to-morrow.’' 

” V/ell, it it’s arson it's murder/’ said the sergeant, 
" with that poor creature's body there. I’d best be 
getting back and seeing the inspector. I’ll have to 
ask you to come away too, sir/* he added to Mr. 
GWWth. " This place must be dosed to the public 
now. But rU see you get a note of what the fire 
l)rigade say. and I don^ suppose you’re interested 
in th^ poor woman’s death, are you ? Unless she 
was insured with you. too." 

" No.sKc wasn’t. Somcothcrfirm has the burden of 
i hat, if sh e was insu red,' * Mr, (• ri ffith said,turn ing to ^o. 

" By the way." the sergeant asked. " what's the 
amount of Goldstein's insurance with you ? '* 
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" Five thousand pounds/* s#id Mr. Griffith. 
“ More than we care to lose in these hard times.** 
And you*d reasoti to belic\% he was in diffi¬ 
culties ? '* 

** Nothing in particular.** Mr. Griffith said. 

Wc*d been warned that tficrc /vas tallj in tfle 
neighbourhood about his being in low water, and 
certainly we had some difficulty in getting the 
premiums out of him lately. But there was nothing 
very definite to go on. I should think your people 
hereabouts would know more about it than we do.*' 

** Thank you, sir. We've go\ to get Into touch 
with this Goldstein, wherever he is/* said the 
sergeant. " I wish Hollis ha^ had the adciress/k 

I 

II 

Qn the r.rt< mrym of the same day, I::spcctor Bolts 
was sitting in his room at the police station, going 
through a pile of notes on the CamHen Town 
Tragedy, as the evening papers called it. and 
interviewing the distracted husband of the deceased, 
'fhe report from the fire T>rigade had jast come in, 
and was to the effect that there was little dtTutl 
that the fire had not been due wholly to natural 
causes. Though this report * naturally, had not been 
given to the press, some rumours, as so, ^ften 
happen5^ had got about in the neighb9urhood to 
the effect that the police were not satisfied, and 
sojne of those riimours appeared to have reached 
Robert Hollis's ears, turning his heartbroken,grief 
into a slightly ludicrous, but not wholly undignified 
S.W.H. f H 
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determination to« have the matter of his wife's 
death sifted to the bottom. She was the best 
wife a roan ever htid/' he sa^ over and over again, 
and there wasn't a soul bore her a grudge.** But 
beyond this he could offer no help to the police. 
He had^secQ not one about when he took his wife 
home bed, nor when he left the house, and he 
was quite'certain that he had left nothing inflamm* 
able 'Within reach of the Are. 

** It's a pity/* the inspector said with a dgh, 
that we don’t know where Mr. Goldstein is. 
You're si/re you*ve not got his address ? ** 

" Only Southend/* Hollis said. ” He was * to 
conic* back on Tuesday, you see. But he's sure to 
see the papers, isn't he ? and come back himself—if 
he is at ^uthend." 

" If he is ? Wh^t do you mean ? Aren’t you 
sure ? ** . • 

“ He said he was going to be there all the week¬ 
end/' Hollis said doubtfully. '* But if I hadn't 
known that I'd have sworn I saw him in Camden 
Road last night.** 

** In Camd<!n Road f ** The Inspector looked up 
sharply. " Whei\ was that ? ’* 

• ** Just as I was coming home after I'd put my 
wife to bed. It was dark, of course, and I couldn't 
see very well; but the man I thought was Mr. 
Goldstein turned out oPone of those narrow side 
streets-^Wclbcck Gardens, I tliink it was—looked 
up and down once or twice, and then walked*off 
quickly. He Vent too quickly for me to catch up, 
bul I remember thinking at the time how funny it 
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was there should be somebody e^ so like Mr. Gold¬ 
stein in the neighbourhood." 

" You say he ' Idbkcd up and down' ? " the 
inspector aslUd. " How do you mean ? As though 
he was looking for someone*? " 

"Yes, maybe," Hollis considered.* "^ut more 
as though be was looking for there not lo be some¬ 
one, if you understand me. Almost as if there 
might be a lot of traffic, but there wasn't." 

" Um—'m," said the inspector* But he had no 
time to pursue the point at the inomciU. for there 
came a tap at the door, and S constable informed* 
him that Mr. Goldstein hud arrived. Thanking 
his lucky stars that the own<^ of the gutted draper’s 
shop should turn up exactly at thift moment, the 
inspector ordered him to be ai^itted. 

Mr. Morris Goldstein in happier times was pro¬ 
bably a dapper, persuasive little Jew of between 
tliirty-five and forty. But haste andr frigjit had 
not improved his appearance and it was a very 
disheveUed, moist little man who puiicd into the 
Inspector’s private rooi;.. 

" Wliat'th happened?" he gasped, a l:''p ,of 
which he normally kept close control appearing in 
his voice. "What’th all thith ?" Then his eye caught 
sight of Hollis, and he cried with nervousandunht rtun- 
ate a,sperity," What have you been doing, Hoilith ? " 

’ " I like that I " the outraged husband replied, 
bristling like a turkey cock. " What have you been 
doing yourself, Mr. Goldstein ? Your house catches 
Are and my wife’s burnt to death I What’ wetc you 
doing in Camden Poad last night ? " 
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Mr. Goldstein's ^aw dropped and his face turned 
an unhealthy yell<|w. I wasn't I I wasn't any- 
where near ! It's a lie! " he gasped. 

" You were! Dodging out of the back streets 
y^u were, 'cause I saw you I *' Hollis replied, setting 
his jaw ind glaKng at him like an angry terrier. 

What i'you mean by it, I want to know! '* 

Now, then, none of that," the inspector said. 
" I’m ;isking the questions here. Now, Mr. Gold¬ 
stein, I take it you’reHhc owner of this property that 
was burnt down last night ? " 

" Y—yes," stammered Mr. Goldstein, eyeing 
Robert Hollis as if he might bite. 

“*Tou were not there when fhe fire occurred ? " 

" N—no. I wasn’t anywhere near the place." 

" UTicre were you ? " 

" At Southend. I’ve just come down. 1 saw it 
in the papers." 

" Staying with friends ? " 

- \-yes." 

" Address, please ? 

Mr. Goldstein gave it " B—but." he added, 
licHillg lips that seemed uncomfortably dry, " I 
wasn't there yesterday evening." 

• " Oh ! Where were j'oii, tiicn ? " 

" I w-went for a walk in the afternoon, late. 
Then i went to the pictures, and didn't get in till 
midnightj' Hollis, from his corner, gave a slight 
but unmistakable snort, and the inspector turned 
on him sliarply. 

" That’ll do, thank you. I've had your views. 
No^. Mr. Goldstein, this man, SAys he saw you in 
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Camden Road about ten o'clock hst night. Do you 
say you weren't there ? " 

*' Of c-course 1 wasn’t. 1 fold you I was in 
Southend. I w-wasn't in London." 

" Then you've no idea how this hre broke out^' 

" None whatever. I thought th| hause was 
empty and shut up." 

" I see. Well, Mr. Go]d.stcin, that's all I want 
of you for the present. But please don't ^0 fnr 
away. We shall be sure to need you again. Now. 
Mr Hollis, please, one moment with you." And, 
dismissing the still shaking dMper* the inspector 
got Hollis to repeat for his benefit the story of the 
mysterious mceting*in the Camden Road. ^ 

’ That's a frightened man, if ever I saw one," 
he reflected to himself when Hollis had at length 
been dismissed; " and a damned thin lie, if ever 
I heard on^ I shoiikln't be surprised if I have 
another little conversation with Mr. Morps Goldstein 
before he’s m\ich older. Meantime, I suppose T'd 
better let the Yard know how tilings stand." 

Ill 

" Hullo! " said Mr. Griffith to his friend and 
fellow practitioner, Mr. Edward Murray of the 
City and Regional Insurance Company, meeting 
him outside tlie police cotclon in Card»r^ld Street. 
" Are you *00 this job too ? " 

• *' Yes," said the other. " We insured^ the lady, 
you see. It’s not for a great deal, and so far as 1 
know it's all in ordy, but 1 beard you were lodking 
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into the matter, and so I thought Td come along 
too—my firm being no keener than the next on 
paying out cash it^hasn't go{ to. I gather you're 
trying to make it out arson, ch ? " 

'' We are," said Mr. priffith. " And I think we're 
going to^uc^cd,«too/* he added with iU*concealed 
satisfaction. "You hear they arrested Goldstein, 
the owner of place, this morning ? 

*^es. Supposed to have taken that way out of 
his financial ^fRadties. isn't he ? " 

" Yes. And \vliat's more, our man who's been 
making inquiries hgds that they were a good bit 
deeper than was suppo$cd-<at least, if gossip's 
tnie.*^ • 

About two per cent., usually/' Mr. Murray said 
wisely. " What docs it say, this time ? " 

"That Goldstein• was entangled with a young 
woman who wa.s going to have a child, and was 
putting the screw on him to make him pay up. 
It's qditc likely, anyway. Oh. I think we’ve saved 
OUT money from Mr. Morris Goldstein, anyway." 

" Well, I suppose I ought to wish you luck," 
Mr. Murray said. " But I you'd hit on anoth.'r 
way out, I must say." 

•" Why. arc you a friend of Goldstein's ? " 

" God forbid. But, don't you see, if you're 
going tn go for Goldstein it's not a ha'porth of 
good to us.^* 

" To yoii ? " 

" Yes. If Goldstein burnt the woman, we've got 
to pa|^ up just as much as if it was an accident. Our 
onl> diancc is for it to’ve been suicide—that she 



THE CAMDEN TOWN FIRE 225 

herself started the fire—and I*was hoping your 
people might take the same 

Nasty way to commit suicide." Griffith, the 
less callous of the two vultures, gave a little shudder. 

And not very likely either.* No, Murray, I think 
we'll stick to our own explanation. there's a 
C.I.D. man in there poking about the retwains. You 
might ask what he thinks. I'm hal^ging al>out to 
see if he'll have anything to say when he comes out. 
We want to know where we ^re."* 

The two experts then possessed^ their souls in 
what patience they could, until the i>olice guard 
opened to let through a lean, active man of or 
thereabouts, with an unusually keen, intelligent face 
and bright steady gray eyes. Him Mr. Griffith 
introduced to his companior^ os Superintendent 
Wilson of the C.I.D., and asked if there was any 
news. ” Mr» Murray, there, would like a verdict of 
arson and suicide," he added. • ^ 

" Well. well. You want the poor woman to make 
away with herself in a very unpleasant mannci^," 
was Wilson's comment.^*" put I don't think IVe 
any business to anticipate the coroner—partioclarly 
in regard to suicide." • 

" That means he's not giving anything away," 
Griffith, who had previous experience of Wilson, 
interpreted to himself. " JA^hat about the a^on ? " 
he asked aloud. * * 

" Well, {he whole neighbourhood seems to be 
tdl^cing about it. I don't think I shall be disclosing 
any state secrets," Wilson said with a smile,^'^if I 
say that there is buspicion of arson. But the 
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inquest's tixed for*'to-morrow, so you'll be able to 
hear all about it then. Good-day." 

" If that's all yobr highly-placed friends can tell 
us," Murray grumbled as he went away, " I'm 
hanged if it seems to me worth wasting half the 
morning to hear.*"' Nor did he suspect that Wilson's 
own impression of him was scarcely more favourable. 

"Of all heartless ghouls/' the latter said to 
Inspejftor Bluikie, with whom he was discussing at 
Scotland Yard his m<!hni]ig*s work, " commend me 
to insurance companies. Wc may have to put normal 
human feelings'osichs in our work, but at least wc 
don't sit down and calculate exactly how much we 
can make out of it. GriRith's comparatively harm¬ 
less ; but that other fellow was only hoping I'd give 
him a tip to enable him to get out of paying the 
poor woman's husband his insurance money." 

" And <lid you ?" . 

" I did net. Not that there was any to give, any¬ 
way. *l'he ruins were singularly uncommunicative." 

Isn't it arson, then ? ** 

Oh, I tlunk so. Thee fire brigade people are 
quit^-certain, and, after ail, it's their speciality. 
Besides, I could see for myself that the fire had 
started in more than one place, and so on. No, 
what I was trying to do was to get some evidence to 
show \^o had done it. But I got nothing, unless 
there's anyvliing to be made of these." He took 
from his pocket two or three objects of cliarred and 
blackcne4 metal. 

"Sjfcl coat buttons of some sort, I should say/' said 
Blaikie. "What about'em? Diij^.you End the coat?" 
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No, it was burnt. Burnt, in fact, just at one of 
the places whore the fire seeijs to have started. 
At least, that's wh#e I found the buttons. Of 
course, they may not be any Iiclp.'* 

“ You don't think it was OoJdsJcin, then ? " 

" Oh, it's probable—more than probal^c—that it 
v/as. But he ouglit to have a fair show at least, 
and I'm not at^all sure he's getting it. Betts js a 
good officer, but he's more of a bulldog than a 
sleuth. And he's obvio 1 l^: 1 y scared the little Jew 
to death." ^ • 

."Evidence looks pretty strdhg. though," Blaikie* 
said. "Especially n^w that Betts ha.s found o^it^bout 
this entanglement with the liehensingcr woman." 

" That’s so," Wilson agreed. " f'd like to look 
into it a hit further, though."# 

IV 

Tlint s.n:ne morning. Dr. Mirharl Prendorgast, a 
" rising " young physician who had recently set up 
liis plate in Harley SUtet* and was beginning to 
wonder whether the sensation of " rising ". was an 
adequate compensation for ha^ng nothing to^do 
when you had risen, was r?fther surprised to receive 
a visit from a distinctly fourth-rate sort of solicitor, 
the Jcind of man whonuono associates with the 
defence of shady financial cases whidi yet just 
injinagc to keep on the right side of the law, but 
riot • tltc kind one imagines a frequent %visitor to 
Harley Street. He was still more surpriscdijiow- 
ever, when he leaned his visitor's business. It. 
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appeared that the lecdy gentleman came not on his 
own behalf, but on^the part of a friend, one Morris 
Goldstein, now committed for trial on a charge of 
murder and arson, who had besought him to carry 
ai^ urgent appeal to Dr. Prendergast, as his one 
possible f^end in^the world, for aid in his present 
entanglement. For a moment Michael did not 
recognise the name; then there suddenly came to 
him recollection of one snowy night when he, a 
rowdy medical student new to London, after joining 
one of thov! idiotic ragging battles in which medical 
students seem to take particular pleasure, had been 
knoc^^ down and left half drunk and quite un* 
conscious in a doorwify in North London. Here 
he had been fdbnd by a belated Jewish citizen, who 
had not only taken, him in, warmed and fed him 
and got a doctor to attend to his injuries, but had 
actually kept aJid nursed him in his heuse for th'ree 
or fou{ while the threatened attack of pneu¬ 
monia was being warded off. It was very probable 
that Mr. Morris Goldstein had saved his life on that 
occasion ; at least, he, hard certainly done enough 
for hen to have a considerable claim on Michael's 
services at the present moment, particularly if, as 
his solicitor hinted, he Vas friendless, in very low 
financial water, and accused on fairly heavy evidence 
of a crime of which he innocent. The fact that 
he had got'hold of a very unpleasing lawjrer, who 
seemed by no means equally convin^d of his 
innocence^ Michael felt, could not be allowed fo 
out^^h the obligation; and, accordingly, in a 
. very few minutes he was in^a taxi making for 
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Brixton gaol, accompanied by tlie solicitor to serve 
as an introduction. 

** There’ll have to 4 )e a waruer there while you 
talk to him/’ the latter said. But they don’t 
listen much.'* Michael wislicd that he himself was 
rather more experienced in the vTays ef [^isons. 

It was a very miserable frightened little Jew whom 
he found at len^h when he had pa^d through all 
the formalities, and it was some time l>cfore he 
could cut short the Jew's protestations of gratitude 
at lus prompt arrival and bring hyn ta the point. 
He was. he learned, the only port in a €torm, the * 
only possible saviour of the wretched Mr. G;^/lstein, 
who was alone anS friendibss in the world, and 
victim of a cruel and heartless conspiracy which 
would shortly bring him to the gallows as well as 
to financial min. Making every allowance for his 
very alarming position, Michael could .scarcely resist 
a temptation to pick him up and shake some {ourage 
into his trembling body; but he contented himself 
with repeated adjurations to him to produce more 
details, as a result of wjhch^he acquired by degr^s 
the story which the reader lias already heard. 

" Um-m-m.*' He thought it^iver for a minute 
or two. " Then what they've got against you is 
this. You were in financial difficulties—you couldn't 
have, met your bills at <yiarter day. In addition, 
you were afraid of this woman ^heitsinger’s de¬ 
mands." Goldstein nodded miserably as each 
point was made. '* You'd ordered inn big barrel of 
kerosene, though there was some in th&^4l9usc 
already.'* * 
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I didn't know there Goldstein interrupted. 

I order stores when I'm asked to. I don't go 
down and count." 

" You cleared the house, or thought you'd cleared 
it, «lor the weck*^nd ; and if Mrs. Hollis hadn't felt 
ill, there wouH haVe been nobody there. Then you 
went away tp Southend, but you're supposed to have 
been seen lurking in the neighbourhood a little 
beforehe fire must have broken odt, and at a time 
when nobody can witness to your having been in 
Southend . . Well, it's a lot, no doubt; but I 
don't see that it's conclusive. Nobody can prove 
that you did it, after all. My advice to you, Mr. 
Goldstein, is to stick to your story; and perhaps 
someone wiU turn up who remembers seeing you 
at that Soutlicnd cinema." 

" Ah, but no one can ! " Goldstein interrupted 
despairingly. 

" Why, wbat do you mean ? *' 

" I wasn't there. Dr. Preiidergast," Goldstein said, 
speaking in the lowest possible whisper. '' I have 
been a terrible fool. \ dr^ not know, when they 
asked me first, that I was to be charged. And after¬ 
wards, I was so frightened, 1 did not know what to 
do. But f will tell you now. I was not in Soutlicnd; 
I was in London. It was I that Hollis saw that 
night inHhe Camden Roa<^.'' 

" But yo'i* denied-" 

" 1 did. But it was a lie. Listen to me one 
moment, Dr. I^rcndcrgast, and I will tell you how it 
came *fd>out. That afternoon, I was in Southend, 
and I received a telegram from^ihis woman, Miriam 
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Schensingcr, saying I must come and see her ai once, 
for something very serious had happened, and I 
must meet her at her lodging#n Wclbeck Avenue 
at 9,30 without fail* I know Miriam Sclicnsingcr, 
doctor, and she will not spend a penny unless she 
lias to; so when she sends I tclggram, it is certhtn 
the matter is serious. I dared nof s&y away; 
I must find out what has happened. * Maybe her 
husband has fopnd out, and if so tic will 1^11 me, 
1 think. So I went up quickly to London and to 
her lodgings. Rut all was dafk, there was no 
answer at all. 1 <larcd not be sccb iia/iging about 
too long—I waited as much as was safe T . . then 1 
went back, and tc^Southeqd. It must haro been 
then that Hollis saw mc.‘* 

“ And you kept aU this Kick ? Anti you lied 
about it ?" Even Michaers hicxpricncc could see 
that the position was not improved by this recital. 

" I did. ^But when they asked me, I thought only 
that I must not let anyone know what ITad happened 
between mo and Miriatn Schcnsingcr. Now, of 
course, they have found it all out—and I am to 
hang. But, doctor, h'swtfar I did not do it—I 
swear—I swear that it*$ all the truth I lK^*e toll 
you now! 

" Where's the tclogram ? Michael asked. Use¬ 
less to consider whether or not he believed ^ old stein 
until he had all the facts. But the Igtter held up 
his hands,in despair. * 

^ I burned it. I never keep correspondence of 
sitcii a kind when I have read wliatis irf it. But I 
can remember it—Jt is all written on mjT Ur 
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It said. ' Goldstein, 22 Avenae Villas. Southend : 
Come Welbeck nine-thirty to-night without fail: 
<lisaster threatens: «Miriam.' She had even put 
two words over the sluUing, s& 1 knew it must be 
serious.*' Goldstein sighed. 

“'•No address ? " 

" No. I^it ft was handed in at the Post Office in 
}Iigh Holbom. where she works. I noticed she was 
at leas^not infured." said Goldstejn. He peered 
anxiously in Michael's face. " Do you—no, you 
do not believe me 5 But I swear to you-^I swear 
again, tlxis is aV. the truth! I did not fire the 
house ; I dM not go {o it even. But if you do not 
believe^e, what chan^ is thrre that the man 
called Wilson, ,the Scotland Yard man, will ? *' 
lie 5ccmc<l about to burst into tears. 


" Wilson I " Michael caught at the straw. But 
J know him ! I once helped him in one of his casos. 
Aud I cqri assure you that the last thing he wants to 
/lo is te* coifvict innocent people. Look here, if 
that's really all the truth you've told me. I think 
the best thing you can do is to tell it to Wilson 
himself—or I will, if you like. You can be sure 
he'll mSke the best of it for you. That's the best 
thiog you can do." 

Goldstein was obviously very frightened, and un¬ 
willing take the plunge, but at last he consented 
to let Wilsoi\ be informed; only adding a string of 
•further asseverations that he had now told every 
word of the truth, and was completely innocent of^ 
the crime. ' 


" B^^he way." Michael recollected as he was 
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zibout to go, ** where was Mrs. Schensinger that 
night, when you didn't find her ? " 

I don't know/' the little Jey moaned. " I tried 
to see her. but she vAs not in. And I dared not go 
loo openly, lest everyone find out. I waS going 
again, but I was arrested." ^ ^ 

Still, she must have been some#h(^c. Michael 
reflected ; and surely she must have stme cxplanav 
tion of having jDroken an appointment ina^e with 
such ;irgency. Perhaps she i^ight have some light to 
throw on the whole problem. It sdbmcd worth trying, 
anyway; and. having obtained the lady's address froin 
Goldstein, he decided, before going to Wflson, to call 
on her and see what explanation she had to ofler. 

But be was grievously di^ppointpd. He did not 
like Mrs. Sebensinger in the first place—a red- 
haired, blowsy Jewess of loudtnuscular presence and 
obviously uncertain temper. She could have eaten 
Morris Gol&stein in two mouthfuls, and ^ichael. 
found pause to wonder at the IIttle*maafs taste.^ 
Nor did he feel that he«knew in the least, how to 
handle her; she treated him as an open enemy from 
the moment he appcAredt and every minute he 
expected to be hit on the head with a rolling pin or 
some such object. But fjir more serious than her 
truculent manner was the fact that, when she did 
at last consent to discuss the subject of Jiis visit, 
.she* utterly denied knowledge of telegram. 
She had neither seen nor heard anything of Morris* 
^Goldstein for more than a week, nor did she want to, 
she said. He was a mean-spirited cur, bnd a skin¬ 
flint at that; rind^bc made it quite plain M^t her 
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dislike of Goldstein extended to all Goldstein's 
acquaintances. She had sent no telegram and 
nothing would have induced her to ; and to this she 
stuck till Michael was fain to take his leave, ob- 
servinif as he left her that another caller, a little 
nfaii going shghtly^bald, whose face seemed to him 
vaguely fwilfhr, was standing on the doorstep. 

« Me did not very hopeful as he went in search 
of Wilson. All he had done so far,rit seemed, was 
to destroy Goldstein\ last defence; and, indeed, 
the only thing thaf held him on his course, and gave 
him any ddubt«of the little man's guilt, was that 
he could hot conceive how even the stupidest 
criminal should have t^iought it any use applying 
to a Hailey Sti^t physician, no matter how much 
indebted to him, to aid in concealing a murder, 
lixcept for that, he >fould have had no doubt that 
Goldstein was guilty, especially after the collapse 
•the telegram defence, and he said as much to 
Wilson whetf at length he ran liim to c«'ulh in his 
office at. Scotland Yard, c 

** Well, we can clieck that bit, at all events," 
Wilson ^d ; and ringii^ the bcU on his table gave 
a few ^ort orders, to the man who answered it. 
" Would you like to wai}, Michael, and sec if your 
incredibly foolish benefactor lias treated you to 
some more romance ? Only keep quiet, there's a 
good fellow •, I want to Uhnk." 

Michael ooediently sat quiet while Wilson, his eyes 
lialf closed, and leaning back in hb chair with the. 
tips of his fingers presse<l together, gave an imitation 
of a man asleep rather than engaged in thought. 
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He looked up instantly, however, when his emissa?^ 
returned at the end of an hour and laid a paper on 
the desk. 

‘‘ Well, that's one fhing cleared up." he said, “ at 
any rate. The telegram was ^t, Michael.* Frorp, 
High Holbom, at 3.45." 

" But not by Mrs. ^hensinger, presifmdbly. Who 
by, then ? 

" By M. Smkh/* said Wilson; which ^doesn't 
help us much. Except that \J\e Post Office declares 
M. Smith to be a woman. 1 think it's about time 
I took a hand in this game."^ H^rosc*to his feet 
rapidly and stuffed some papers into his pockets. 

" Do you thinks Gol<^tein'$ guilty ? "^dichael 
asked. 

** No, I don't. But I tliink someone's very 
anxious I should think so.'^ " 

But who ? '* 

" Tlie guftty person, my boy." 

“ liut who is he ? or she ? " 

" That's the trouble, *0! course," said Wilson. 
" I can't tell for certain.^ And, as you should know 
by now, it's not part of my duty to provide you with 
suspicions. But," he added, s^ing Michael's face 
fall, *' I'll tell you what I mU do, if you like. I'm 
really extremely grateful to you for the information 
you've provided, and as a reward I'll take you with 
.me Svhile I follow up one <due. That is^if you'd care 
to come."- Michael, of course, was only too willing; 
;ind in a very few minutes they were^ in a taxi 
speeding northwards. 

" But what infdbmation have I given you ? " 
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Michael asked in great bewilderment, looking up 
Irom an account of the tragedy which he was reading 
in the evening payer. 1 only brought you a 
bogus telegram." ^ 

" PAdsely," Wilsou said. " That's it. What's 
vRi matter ? " 

" ril give ^ou some more, then I " Michael said 
.excitedly, pbinting to a photograph in the paper, 
under jyhich was printed Robert Manservani 

to the Accused. " Th^f man entered Miriam Schen- 
singer's house just as I was leaving it I I thought 
his face sectned wagucly familiar." 

But Wilfon seemed quite unmoved. ** Well, why 
not ? "^te said. " I'hqy know each other; there's 
no ^ret about^it. They may have a dozen reasons 
for making calls, apart from the fact that both are 
now connected with the same case. We can't 
build anything on that." There was a pause. « 

" Where are we going now ? " Michall asked in a 
small. o^ushSd voice. 

" To, the house of one Jdrs. Hubback, the sister 
of Robert Hollis," was the cheerful reply. '* I want 
to make a few inquiries about Mrs. Hollis's condition 
on thc^night of her death." 

y Mental condition ? "^asked Michael curiously. 

" Or physical. Aren't you always telling me how 
closely allied they are ? " Wilson said provokingly. 

" But—dq you mean td suggest that Aff$. IfoUis. 
got out of ted and set light to the house herself ? 
And then got back and waited to be burnt ?•" 
Michael oJkod in an incredulous tone. 

" ‘Ati solution," Wilson saic^ ** has been put to 
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me very strongly by the representative of thy 
company which insured Mrs. Hollis's life. And one 
can't deny that it's just possible^ But here we are." 
He jumi^ out as fhc taxi up in one of 

the respectable but mean streets with wlufh the 
Camden Town neighbourhood abounds and inquirttr 
for Mrs. Hubback. The small girl, tibt^t ten or 
eleven years old, who opened the door to him. said, 
that she was in, and when Wilson* and hij com; 
panion entered the sitting-room they found not only 
Mrs. Hubback. but three more* of her children 
playing about, as well as her brother,* who was 
sitting in a rocking-chair dosi by the*small fire, 
and appeared still ^verburevened with grief. Mr. 
Hubback—if there was one—seemed not ^yet to 
have returned from work. 

" There, Bob, don't take oif so," Mrs. Hubback 
was saying as they entered. " It can't do Mary no 
good, poor &ul, and she'd be the fu^t to say you 
wasn't to make yourself ill fretting.•• . , 

" How can I help it ? " ^ollis said, lifting a fierce 
despairing face, which made him look curiously 
different from the mam Michael had seen entering 
Mrs. Schensinger's house, though from the fCaturcs 
he was obviously the same^ " ftow can I help it, 
when nobody's punished the scoundrel who <li<l for 
her ? I'd give half my life to bring Ijim to justice." 

" I'm sure we'd all do Aat, Bob." sister said 
soothingly. 

^ " 1 am sure you would," Wilson Intervened, 
making the company start. " And* so 1 am sure 
you will not mind :)jmrering one or two questions 
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Vhich may help to clear up the mystery/' He 
briefly introduced himself and Michael and ex¬ 
plained their erran^* The Hubback family settled 
itself to regard him with roilnd, astonished eyes, 
except* Robert HolMs, who, after the first glance, 
sunk back int<) his*attitude of wretched apathy, 
not believVigr^ apparently, that even Scotland Yard 
«,CQuld do anything to help his mission of vengeance. 
W^at time* exactly, did Mrs. Jlollis leave this 
house ? " Wilson begap. 

“ About quartef to nine. I think/' Mrs. Hubback 
reflected. Yes, we began supper about quarter 
past seven* and Mary was taken queer almost at 
once, i took her to l)pve a la^^-down on my bed, 
and she thought she'd be better directly ; but she 
wasn't, so Bob here took her home/' 

"When you say ^queer,' what exactly do you 
mean ? Was she very ill ? " • 

" 01 ^ no, I shouldn't say so. She wis a bit sick 
to -start with; and then she came over heavy and 
queer like and didn't want to move. Half ^eep, 
was." 

“ And when you had got fier home," Wilson turned 
to Holfis, " what was she like then ? '* 

/* Much the same, sir," Hollis said. Very heavy 
and dazed—almost os if she'd bit her head. That's 
why i thought,she'd be best and safest in bed." 

" You nc\cT heard, either of you, of Mrs. Hollis, 
walking in* her sleep ? " They both denied the 
possibility. *' And you hadn't noticed anything 
strange abbut her manner lately ? ” 

Oh* no, sir!" Mrs. Hubback was obviously 
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shocked by tiic suggestion. Hollis merely shook hts 
head. 


“Well, you shoulcVknow," 'Wilson said. “And 
then. Mr. Hollis tucked his wife up and made her 
comfortable and came on here; Wliat time abq'^* 
was that, Mrs. Hubback ? “ H^had^al^n a small 
steel object from bis pocket and was glSying willi 
it as he spoke. 

“ Just ten p;!5t ten.“ Mrs. Hubback reSl)onded 
promptly. “ I know, because I l<)oked at the clock, 
thinking if he wasn't back by half past, he probably 
wouldn't be coming." # * ^ 

“ But he did. And how long did the part^ go on, 
after he'd come bac’k ? " • • 


" Oh, they were all away by cliA^en, sir." ' 

“ And then you all went tojicd ? *' 

“Yes, sir." The woman looked rather pu?:zlcd 
at*the cros^xamination, which was suddenly cut 
short by a cry from her youiigest chiljJ. ♦ 

" Uncle Bob! The mau's got Unci? Bob’s* 
button !" • 


Robert Hollis started f(om his stupor at the 
exclamation and looked round. « 


" That's a button off your best coat, uncle! " 
the child repeated, pointing an accusing finger ^t 
the cut steel object in Wilson's hands. “ The one 
you bad on last night. ^Wbere'd that mdn get it 
•from ? " 

Wilson' looked at Hollis, who stared at the 
button as if it were a kind of snake. “ Ob, from my 
house, I suppose," lie said at last, I got my coat 
in a mess, lighting the fire for Mary, and changed it." 
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No, Uncle Bob, you didn't I " another childish 
voice broke in. You had your best coat on when 
you came back. D^n't you remember, Sara Daniel 
wanted you to give her a button of! it? Oh! 

‘‘ No, yen j^on’t*: The door, Michael \ 

M the child spoke, Robert Hollis's face had 
^lUmed a ghastly gray, and with the look of a 
idadm^i in his eyes he sprang acr&ss the room as 
though he could atran^^le the accusing words in its 
throat. la a s^nd, Wilson was upon him; but 
he fought like a wild beast, and it was a minute or 
two before Wilson, strong as he was, could over¬ 
power him sulTiciently^to get his pohee whistle to 
his'lips. Michlel, rather bewildered by the turn 
of events, stood obc^ently with his back to the 
door until a ])\ish came from outside, and Wilson 
motioned tp him to move. « 

" Ro^oii kloUis,*' Wilson said, as the two con- 
* stables, whom he must have instructed to be in 
waiting, entered, “ 1 arrest you for conspiring to 
murder your wife, Mary and to bum down 

the house and shop at 21 Cardonald Street on 
March 23rd last, and 1 warn you that anything you 
sa5^ may be used in evidence against you." 


"Conspiring?" Midiacl said, as they'returned. 
'* but why ? Vfho with ? ’' 

" with your red-heaefed friend, Miriam 

Schensinger,'' Wilson answered. " It was she who 
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sent the telegram ; at least, the desciiption given at 
the High Holbom post office hts her admirably. It 
was that bogus telagram wh|:h you so usefully 
unearthed for me, Michael.'* « 

" I don*t see how that led^ymi to the solution,*' 

** It made it quite clear, if the^elegfarcrhad really 
been sent, that Morris Goldstein was innocent. 
Further, it showed that someone—the real criininSlT 
of course—was Mcterminedly trying to inci^minafc 
him. The question was, wift> was that criminal ? 
If Miriam Schensinger was the seqdcr of the tele- 
gram, she was presumably concerned ; but she had 
no apparent motiv^ either for burning do\gn Gold* 
stein's house or for getting* him hanged. Tie was 
her milch Cow. 


“ But I had already got my^ye on Hollis, for two 
reasons; first, because he had the opportunity to 
commit the*crime. For you realise, of Oi>urse, that 
his alibi wasn't really an alibi at aU» Xlftre was 
nothing to prevent his getting out of the Hubbacks' 
house and going back to Cardonald Street in the 
middle of the night. .Secondly, be did stand to 
gain his wife’s insurance money, and ijoo has* 
inspired many a murderer befoft now. So I had 
him watched carefully, aifd learned that he was 
occasionaUy seen about with Mrs. Schensinger, who 
was. the other chief witness against* Golds^in. Of 
course*, that didn't go for very much. * 

** Then 1 had the Home Office pathologist examine 
"poor Mrs. Hollis's body, just to see if she^had really 
died naturally, or if .ve had to do with a Arc ^ange<l 
to cover up a murder; and be, somewhat to my 
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surprise, reported that there were distinct traces of 
a non-fatal dose ol laudanum having been taken 
shortly before deafc. Immediately, of course, I 
conncc%«c^. this doseiwith the poor woman's sudden 
and I did not *3ee who, save licr husband, 
could be ^iionsidle for administering it. It was 
^administered, of course, to prevent her waking and 
giving the alaifn. 

" Then you came along with Goldstein's confes¬ 
sion, and presented^me with another piece of 
evidence, via., that Hollis, and not Goldstein, was in 
fact responsible for •the extra supply of kerosene. 
In this«way, part of the evidence he had manu¬ 
factures against his employer was turned against 
himself. 

" When I took yourto the Hubbacks' house, I was 
primarily looking to see whether any one of Jhc 
household»would yield any evidence which would 
enable 3 ^^e ^ establish that Hollis had gone out 
again after he was supposed to be in bed. As you 
know, I got what 1 wanted, but if Hollis had not 
l(tst his head at the criric A moment, I might have 
l)ccn to a good deal more difficulty. What he 
<lid, of course, was^o spill kerosene over his coat on 
his second visit to the Hbuse, when he prepared the 
jiyre. He did not dare go back in it, and left it, 
as he thought/to be consumed. But he forgot the 
steel buttofis, and they gave him away.'* 

" But why . . . ? Why did he want to murder 
his wife arfd get Goldstein banged ? " Michael ask^I 

"Because. I fancy, ho was|intending to elope 
with the Schensingcr woman, and wanted his wife's 
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insurance to finance his dedarture. Oh, that rtd^ 
licadcd girl is responsible fir a great deal in tliiu 
affair. Slie got Mon^ Goldsteii into her toils, and 
succeeded in bleeding him pretty nearly before 
Hollis got at her and suggest^ft better plan. 
as to getting him hanged, weH. n:du^y Hotlh 
didn't want to hang himself for the ^Ader of liis 
wife, and if he could get it put on to Goldstein la.* 
was safe in that quarter. And Goldstein.* like ^ 
fool, played direct into his lyuid^ Quite a pretty 
little plot—barring the coat buttons." ^ 

" 1 call it diabolical." Micl^g^l sliivcrpd. " And 
the woman—you mean site was in it throughout ? 
Have you ancsted her ? " • ^ 

" Oh, Tue no doubt she was. I think the whole 
tiling was carefully staged for J<ady Day. But Tve 
too little on her. so far, to do much good. My hope 
is fhat Hollj^ will give her away." 

But that hope Hollis, either from affestion or 
from some other motive, refused to gralUy, and 
went to the gallows without having betrayed his 
accomplice. So. thougl^ she has disappeared from 
Welbcck Avenue, there is^still somewhcsi^ about, 
and’probably in London, a rcd-hcaded Jewish siren 
of uncertain temper and approachitig middle ago, 
the* very thought of whom is sufiicient to send Mr: 
Morris Guldsuia into a cyld sweat ^^error. 
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